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Chapter 1: Aftermath

⚜

Iwoke before the lights.

The wing was still dim, the night-watch overheads burning low amber, and for a long moment I just lay on my side and took inventory of a body I barely recognized. Not pain, exactly. A deep, layered ache that had settled into my muscles the way water settles into low ground. My thighs. My hips. The base of my spine. And deeper than any of those - a tender, used heaviness centered between my legs and pulsing all the way up into my lower back, an interior bruise from yesterday's bench that my body was still busy processing.

I shifted onto my back and felt every individual report.

Five days.

I closed my eyes and let the gauntlet replay itself across the inside of my skull - not as a story but as a sequence of pressures. The first man's blunt fullness. The split-open instant of being taken from both ends. The cold steel of the handholds under my fingers. The unfamiliar, terrifying, glorious moment when two men had moved inside me at once and my body had decided, somewhere past resistance, that it could take it. The wrenching DP orgasm. The way I'd lost count.

And then Novak.

I let that one breathe a little longer. Novak on his back. Novak's hands knocked off my hips. Novak's mask cracking under me as I rode him through the wreckage of his own composure. Novak finishing inside me for the first time, a pulse of heat that he never gave anyone, the loss of his signature move written across his face in real time.

Five days down. Thirty-one to go.

Marco was the strangest part.

He'd been the leash that walked me into a courtroom and a transport van and the central hall of the Free Use wing - three years for two kilos, my body's appetite weaponized into compliance, the wing's thirty-six-day program the front-loaded part of the sentence in exchange for the rest commuted. I had signed for it on intake day, with Carver's pen and Carver's clipboard and Carver's flat boardroom voice walking me through the consent sheet line by line: program participation voluntary, scope of access defined, a single safeword logged into my file that would stop any encounter at any time and could not be vetoed. I had said yes and understood in the boxes that asked for it and signed my name under both. The word sat in an unused drawer at the back of my throat. I had not reached for it once. And at some point in the last week Marco's face had gone soft at the edges. I could still call up the night I met him. I could still summon his weight and his smile in the abstract. But the specifics had thinned. The cock I'd been chasing across state lines had been replaced, in me, by other men. Darius's devastating size. Callum's careful, grateful weight. The anonymous guard whose curve had hit my front wall on every stroke. The qualifying inmate whose hunger I'd come around. Novak's mean smirk and the way it had come apart under me yesterday afternoon. And - closer to home, threading through every encounter - Megan's freckled grin from across the hall, the only consistent face in the wing.

I pressed my thighs together on the cot and felt the heavy, settled ache in every place that ached.

The verdict was the same one I'd woken with every morning since day three.

More.

The lights clicked white at six.

I rolled onto my back and lay there blinking at the fluorescents while my body adjusted to being upright in stages. When I finally swung my legs off the cot the soreness in my ass spiked sharp and specific - that deeper register I'd never felt before yesterday, the line where two men's bodies had ground against each other through the thin wall between them. I sat for a beat with my palms flat on the mattress and let it settle.

Standing took two tries.

I used the open toilet, splashed water on my face at the cold tap, and ran my fingers through my hair. The mirror over the basin was a polished metal sheet so scratched it gave back a soft, smudged version of me. Olive skin. Dark hair past my shoulders. Brown eyes, less stunned than they'd been on day one. I smoothed the grey skirt down over my hips and the hem rode up the back of my thighs the way it always did. My breasts swayed when I turned. I'd stopped registering that, somewhere between day two and day three.

Walking to the serving window, I cocked my hip without meaning to.

The ache decided how I moved this morning. Each step was a small reminder of a different place that had been reached. By the time I'd collected coffee and toast and turned back into the hall I was conscious of every angle I'd shifted to make the ache survivable, and I caught myself half-smiling about it.

Day six.

The hall was already in motion.

At a bolted metal table near the east wall, a guard had a prisoner bent forward over the surface.

I'd seen this configuration a hundred times in five days - bent, gripped, fucked with the casual concentration of a man on his second coffee - but something about this one made me stop near the serving window with my tray balanced on my forearm and look properly. The girl was the curl-haired one I'd noticed on my first morning, brunette, slight build. Her cheek was pressed flat against the steel. Her skirt was pushed up to her waist. The guard behind her had one hand braced on her lower back and the other gripping the cooler edge of the table for leverage, and his rhythm was slower than I'd have expected - careful, methodical, almost technical.

The difference reached me a second later.

He was in her ass.

Not her pussy. Her ass.

After yesterday, the act itself didn't startle me. The casualness did. Breakfast-table anal, as ordinary as toast. The girl's eyes were half-closed. She was accommodating him without theatre, without strain - the soft, expert relaxation of a body that had done this enough times to know its own settings. At one point she shifted her weight slightly to take a deeper angle and her hand drifted to her own coffee cup at the table's head. Sipped. Set it back down.

Anal.

In the routine.

I stood near the serving window until the toast on my tray stiffened, and let the realization land with all the quiet weight it deserved. It had been part of the program all along. While I'd been busy surviving my own days - the cuffed table, the sofa armrest, the supply closet, the bench - other women in this wing had been doing this in front of me, at tables I'd walked past, and I'd been too narrowly focused on the next thing happening to me to notice.

The grey-haired guard caught my eye from his post by the door. He didn't quite smile. He nodded - small, once - the acknowledgement of a teacher who'd noticed you'd finally read the syllabus.

I carried my tray to my usual table.

He joined me before I'd finished my first piece of toast.

He came over without asking, holding a chipped mug of black coffee, and sat down across from me with the unhurried economy of someone who'd been waiting for the right moment. Up close he was older than I'd registered through the haze of yesterday - grey at the temples, lines fanned at the corners of his eyes. His uniform was pressed. His sleeves were rolled to the forearm.

"Navarro."

"Sir."

"You came through yesterday."

I set my toast down. "I noticed."

That earned a half-second of eye contact and nothing more. He turned his mug between his hands.

"The program is being evaluated this cycle," he said. Procedural monotone. The same voice he'd used to walk me through the rules of the gauntlet yesterday. "Civilians are coming through the wing this month. Men with clearance, money, and permission to see what we produce here."

My hand paused around the coffee cup.

"Civilian." That word felt different from guard. Less familiar. Less contained.

"Officials, donors, oversight. Wing access has been expanded as part of the cycle. Funding decisions are tied to outcome." A small shrug. "You've been flagged for advanced rotation. First prisoner this cycle through the gauntlet without using her safeword. New procedures cycling through over the next ten days. Anal training tomorrow morning. Plug duty after that. Visitor days starting this week."

I lifted my coffee, partly to give my hand something to do.

"Anal training."

"That's right."

"Tomorrow."

"Nine o'clock."

He didn't elaborate. He didn't need to. I'd just watched the syllabus walk past me at the east wall table.

"Anything else?" I asked.

"The schedule will be communicated as it evolves. Specialist will come and brief you tonight." He drained the last of his coffee, set the mug down, and stood. "You did well yesterday, Navarro. The remaining days won't be easier in the way most girls expect them to be." A pause. "But they'll be easier."

He took his mug and went.

I sat with my breakfast forgotten, the toast tipped cold against the rim of the tray.

Five days ago anal training would have dropped a clean cold weight through my chest. Five days ago advanced rotation would have reached straight into my ribs and squeezed. I was waiting for that now and finding only a small, curious heat gathering low in my belly - the resting hum I'd been carrying since day three, slightly amplified, slightly more attentive. Curiosity, not dread.

The program was already deeper in me than I'd realized.

I carried my tray back through the central hall slowly.

A second prisoner was on one of the sofas - sitting, not bent over, naked from the waist down with her skirt bunched at her hips. A guard knelt on the concrete in front of her. Inspection-style. He had a clipboard balanced on his thigh and he was checking something between her thighs with a brisk, clinical attention that didn't read as sexual at all. As I crossed to my cell I caught the angle and saw the flared base of a plug nestled there, dark plastic against pale skin. He turned it minutely. Pressed the base with his thumb. Watched her expression. Made a note on the clipboard. Said something low to her - instruction, not flirtation. Stood. Moved on to the next sofa.

Plug duty.

So that was what it looked like.

I deposited my tray and went to my cell.

Megan found me there mid-morning.

She came along the hall with her usual loose-limbed walk and stopped at my bars with one hand braced against the steel. Today she was eating an apple. She bit it, chewed, looked me up and down with the particular care of a friend reading the geography of an aftermath, and didn't comment on the way I was standing.

"How's the bench?"

"Still on me."

"Yeah." Another bite, slow. "Eat protein at lunch. Trust me."

"Noted."

She leaned a shoulder against the bar wall. "Eight days."

I did the math without meaning to. Eight days from today. Megan walking out of the wing in eight days. Megan packing whatever she'd come in with - a paperback, a hair tie, the half-faded freckles across her shoulders that I'd already started to think of as part of the fixtures - and walking out into the wider world while I stayed here for another twenty-two.

"Okay," I said. Carefully neutral, because I hadn't yet decided what to do with that information.

"You'll be fine. The wing keeps moving." Drier. "The grey-haired guy give you the rundown?"

"This morning."

"Training first. Then plug duty. Then the visitor stuff." She tipped her chin toward the apple core, set it on the empty tray on the floor. "You'll hate how fast that starts sounding normal."

"Visitor stuff."

"Bukkake. Anal train. Some other things they like to surprise you with." A small, bleak grin. "They're going to throw a lot at you."

"What's the worst?"

She considered it with genuine attention. "Probably the anal train. But you've already survived worse."

"Yesterday."

"Yesterday." The grin widened. "I have not stopped thinking about Novak's face. I'm not going to stop thinking about that for the rest of my natural life."

"He's been quiet today."

"He'll be quiet for a while." She straightened off the bars. "He went off-shift right after. Didn't sign back on this morning. He'll surface eventually. Men like that always do." She squeezed my wrist through the bars on her way past - quick, warm, gone - and turned for the showers.

I sat down on the cot.

The bars across from my cell framed the central hall like a window. From my cot I could see one of the sofas, the corner of the serving window, a stretch of concrete floor. I watched Megan cross it with her short auburn hair and her tall, easy stride, and I thought: eight days. I thought: the wing without her. Then I closed both thoughts in a drawer and turned back to the morning's actual business, which was lying still and letting yesterday continue to leave my body.

By mid-afternoon I'd moved to one of the sofas with a paperback I wasn't reading.

I had it open across my thigh, cover flat against the cushion, eyes scanning the same paragraph for the third time, and most of my actual attention was elsewhere - on the conversations crossing the hall, on the new soreness when I shifted, on the steady warmth between my legs that had been a baseline for three days and was now, after the gauntlet, set a click higher. Not arousal in the form of a thought. Arousal as a temperature.

A guard walked past my sofa and made a note on his clipboard without looking at me.

I looked up.

The blonde from my first dinner - the one I'd watched giving an under-table blowjob on day one - was kneeling on the concrete floor near the far sofa, her tray set down on the cushion in front of her, one hand braced on the seat. Skirt up. A guard had her hips angled back against him with his trousers undone, working into her pussy with the calm, economical pace of someone running an errand. With her free hand the blonde reached up to the tray, picked up half a sandwich, took a bite, and set it back. She shifted her knees against the concrete. Tilted her hips to take him better. Picked the sandwich back up.

The guard said something to a passing colleague about shift swaps. The colleague answered. They both laughed.

The blonde took another bite.

It was the chewing that stayed with me.

Not the sex. I'd watched plenty of sex now and would watch more in the coming hours and had been the centerpiece of it more times than I could account for. It was the bite. The casual, easy chewing of a woman whose body was being used while her hand was busy with lunch. The little pause before she swallowed. The same unhurried economy in her hand reaching for bread that she'd used a moment earlier to find her angle on him.

I closed the paperback on my finger and let it rest there.

What was coming was the gauntlet rendered routine. Built into the day the way the chewing had been built around the cock.

Yesterday had been a test. This was breakfast. That was worse, somehow. And hotter.

Something low in me answered before I could name it.

The specialist came at the end of the day.

He appeared at my cell door before lights-down. Mid-forties, built solid through the shoulders, calm in the eyes. Not a face I'd registered before. He didn't smirk. He didn't ask. He stood at the bars with his hands clasped behind his back and waited until I'd set the paperback aside.

"Navarro."

"Yes."

"Anal training. Tomorrow at nine. Here, on the cot." He nodded at my shelf as he said it. "You've been issued supplies."

I followed his eyes.

On the metal shelf above the cot, where there had been nothing yesterday, three items had been laid out with a clipboard's careful precision: a folded grey towel, a plastic bottle of clear lubricant, and a small smooth plug - black, tapered, no bigger than my thumb at the widest point. They had been there, presumably, since I'd left the cell after breakfast, and I had not noticed them on returning. I'd been looking at the bars and not at the shelf.

"Don't use them tonight," he said. "We start together."

"Okay."

"Good evening, Navarro."

He nodded once, and went.

I sat on the cot and looked at the shelf.

I picked the plug up.

It was heavier than I expected. Cool against my palm, a satisfying small weight, smooth and tapered. Not yesterday's violence - something meant to stay. Something my body would learn to wear. I turned it in my fingers. The flared base was wider than the body, the slim neck designed to be held in place by the muscles that, presumably, would close around it once it was settled. I ran my thumb along the curve.

I thought about the curl-haired girl this morning. The slow methodical rhythm. The half-closed eyes. The way her hand had drifted to her coffee like she'd been doing it for weeks. I thought about Marco's nine inches and the place Marco had never gone. I thought, briefly, about Darius - about what his size had felt like in the only place he'd been so far, and about what it might feel like if I learned how to make room for him somewhere else.

The hum in my belly had sharpened into something more focused.

I set the plug back on the shelf next to the lubricant and the towel.

Lay down on my side on the cot.

I didn't touch myself. I wanted tomorrow to find me hungry.

Across the ring, in another cell, someone was breathing in slow sleeping rhythm. The wing glowed amber. The plug waited above my head, heavier now that I knew what it meant.

Thirty days to go.

More.

I closed my eyes.
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Chapter 2: First training

⚜

Iwoke before the lights again.

Anticipation this time, not soreness, and it had a temperature. The deeper interior bruise from the bench had settled into a softer tenderness overnight - present, but no longer the loudest thing in the room - and underneath it my body had been running warm for hours. Anticipation in my chest. Dampness already gathering between my legs. Above me, untouched on the metal shelf, the small tapered weight I had not stopped knowing was there.

I rolled onto my back and looked at the shelf in the amber half-light.

The plug was a black silhouette beside the pale square of the towel and the squat dark shape of the lubricant bottle. We start together, the specialist had said. I had spent the night sleeping in fits around the line, dreaming in fragments - a hand at the base of my spine, the curl-haired girl sipping coffee, my own breath flattening into a leather pad - and waking to find my thighs pressed tight together and my pulse low between my hips.

The fluorescents snapped on at six.

I sat up slowly and let my body take stock of itself. Stiff in the obvious places, tender in the places I'd already inventoried yesterday, but underneath all of it a flush of expectant warmth, low and steady, that had no business being there at six in the morning. I moved through the routine on autopilot. Toilet. Cold tap. Hair scraped into shape with my fingers. The grey skirt down over my hips, the hem creeping back up over the curve of my ass before I'd taken two steps, the way it always did. I looked at my smudged reflection in the polished metal mirror and saw a woman with dark eyes and a slightly parted mouth and a high color in her cheeks she hadn't bothered to hide, and that was new.

My breakfast was untouched at the table by the time the wing was on its second coffee.

I pushed the toast around my plate. Drank half a cup of black coffee that I tasted in pieces and didn't finish. Across the central hall, two cells down, the curl-haired prisoner was eating with both hands and a contented, slow-blinking attention that gave me a brief, unkind stab of envy. She'd finished her syllabus. I was about to start mine.

"You look like a girl with a nine o'clock," said Megan's voice from above me.

She slid into the seat across from me with her own coffee and a piece of fruit, hair still wet from the showers, and propped her chin on one fist.

"Eat," she said.

"I can't."

"Eat half the toast, then. The training is fine. The morning will be fine. The toast isn't doing anything for anyone on that plate."

I made myself eat half the toast.

She watched me chew with the same careful sideways attention she'd used yesterday, reading a body she'd been reading for six days, and I felt - not for the first time - an absurd warm flicker of luck that on day one I'd ended up across a tray from this particular woman.

"He's good," she told me eventually. "The mid-forties one. The one they send for training. I had him."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." She took a bite of apple. "He won't push you. He'll talk you through it. He's not in it for the show."

"He didn't smirk last night."

"He doesn't. That's why they use him for this." She nodded at my plate. "Other half."

I made myself eat the other half of the toast.

By eight forty-five I was on my cot, my back against the cool concrete wall, knees pulled up, and the small black plug was still on the shelf above my head, still untouched, the bottle of lubricant sweating a faint gloss against the metal where my hand had brushed it twice and pulled away. I could hear footfalls on the concrete out in the hall - guards beginning their rotations, prisoners crossing to the showers, the small clink of trays at the serving window. The wing's morning was assembling itself around me with the unhurried regularity of a building that had done this every day for the last fifty years.

At nine the specialist arrived.

He came down the hall and stopped at my bars without flourish. A thin clipboard tucked under one arm. A paper-banded set of latex gloves in his hand. A folded square of grey cloth pinched between two fingers - neat, a wipes packet tucked inside it. The same calm eyes from last night, the same set, solid through the shoulders. His sleeves were rolled past mid-forearm and the forearms below the rolled cotton were thicker than I'd registered - corded, lightly tanned, the working forearms of a man who lifted things for a living. He set a paper cup of water on the ledge beside my door and keyed the cell. Tore the paper band off the gloves and pulled one onto his right hand, then folded the cuff once at the wrist with the practiced thumb-flick of a man who had put on a thousand of them.

"Navarro."

"Sir."

"On your stomach over the cot's edge, please. Hips on the towel."

He said it the way another man might have said next, please at a counter - neither mean nor kind, just the next correct line in a script he'd run a hundred times. I unfolded the grey towel from the shelf, doubled one end into a thick pad for my hips and laid the rest flat up under my chest. Stripped off the skirt and set it down at the cot's foot because there was nowhere else to put it. Climbed on, lowered myself onto my stomach, shifted my hips up onto the doubled pad so my pelvis was raised and my legs hung off the cot at the knee.

The position arranged me very specifically.

My ass was up. My cheek was on the thin pillow. My hands had fallen naturally above my head where I gripped the metal bar of the headboard for an anchor I hadn't decided to need. My breasts were squashed flat against the cot through the towel, my nipples hard against the rough cotton, my bare thighs cool in the open air. I felt my entrance - already wet, already warm - and the smaller, tighter ring above it, untouched and tense in a way I couldn't help.

"Take a breath in," he said, quietly. "Let it out. Try not to brace."

I breathed. I let it out. The bracing went on bracing.

There was a small click as he opened the lubricant. The cell narrowed to the sound of a plastic cap, the soft tap of fluid into his gloved palm, the slick rasp of it as he warmed it between his fingers. I could not see him. I could only hear him - and feel him, in the displacement of air at the cot's edge, in the shift of weight as he set one knee on the mattress beside my hip. The cot frame creaked once when he settled.

His hand settled at the base of my spine.

It was a wide, warm pressure across the small of my back - gloved on the working side, bare on this one - and it did the thing he'd presumably picked it for: it gave me a piece of him to read that wasn't between my legs. Through that hand I felt his breath rate, his attention, his steadiness, all in one piece. A body braced beside mine that wasn't braced against me.

His thumb found the seam between my cheeks. Worked the lubricant in a slow, circling pressure across the smaller ring without trying to enter. He was generous with it - slickness running down between my cheeks, cooler than skin, abundant, already gathering at the join where my thigh met my hip. He didn't rush.

"You'll feel a finger first," he said. "Just a tip. Tell me if it's too fast."

"Okay."

The tip of one finger pressed.

I gasped - not from pain, not even from real pressure, just from the strangeness of it, the absolutely specific announcement of contact in a place that had only known one act of contact in my life and that one had been the man behind me during the DP. This was a finger, a slim oiled fingertip, and the simple precision of it made me clench tight on instinct.

"Breathe out."

I breathed out.

He eased in to the first knuckle. Stopped. Pressed in another half-inch and stopped again. He moved in tiny, patient increments - finding give, waiting for it, taking the give and waiting for the next one. The burn of stretching was unfamiliar but, oddly, not large. It was thin and sharp and located, the way a single hot wire might feel laid across a small precise point. He gave me five, ten seconds at each new depth before he asked for more.

"Second knuckle. Tell me if I've gone too far."

He went to the second knuckle. He paused. He waited.

"And out."

He withdrew slowly. The empty was its own sensation - the burn lifting, the muscle giving up its anxious clench, the place where his finger had been still buzzing with its memory.

"Two now," he said. He added more lubricant, slick and cool. "Long breath in. Out slowly when I press."

Two oiled fingers replaced one.

The stretch shifted into something with width. I made a sound I hadn't planned on - half a hum, half a swallow - and pressed my forehead against the thin pillow because my eyes had filled without my asking. He paused. He held still. His palm anchoring me, breathing along with me, until I loosened around his fingers in slow, ratcheted increments and the stretch went from sharp to manageable.

"Better," he said quietly, when my breath had evened. "Good."

He coaxed the two fingers in slow, deliberate strokes, scissoring them apart minutely on each pass, easing the lubricant deeper, opening me by fractions. My hips, of their own accord, started to tilt - a small subtle backward lift that he registered and gently checked, his hand pressing me steady.

"Don't help yet. We've got time."

I let him hold me steady.

He spent what felt like much longer than it probably was on the two fingers. At some point - somewhere between the fifth and the tenth slow inward press - the burn folded over on itself and resolved into something else. Heat. A hot, specific pressure that was not pain anymore and not exactly pleasure either, but had a deep, unfamiliar resonance to it, like a sound played at a frequency I felt in my pelvis instead of heard. My hips wanted to move. My breath was coming faster against the pillow. I was - humiliatingly, gloriously, in front of nobody but him - already wet enough that a thin warm trail had started working its way down the inside of my left thigh from a place that had nothing to do with where his fingers were.

"Out now," he said. "And we go to the plug."

He withdrew his fingers. His bare hand briefly left my back. The plastic of the small plug touched the wet between my cheeks, cool from the shelf where it had sat all night, and a fresh swirl of lubricant followed it.

"This will go in slowly. Tip first. Tell me if I push past your edge."

The tapered tip pressed in.

It wasn't larger than his two fingers, exactly, but it was firmer, less forgiving, and the smooth taper made me feel each new fraction of width as a separate event. I made a small whimpering sound I hadn't intended into the pillow. He paused. He waited. He pressed forward another fraction. The widest point of the plug came up against me and stalled - my body reflexively closing against it, anxious, refusing - and I heard him say, quietly, breathe, and I breathed, and the muscle gave, and the widest point passed inside me and the slim neck settled into its place.

The flared base sat snug between my cheeks.

I lay very still on the towel and inventoried the new sensation.

It wasn't painful, wasn't even uncomfortable, exactly. Occupied was the word. There was something inside me that did not belong to my body and was not going anywhere, and my body was - slowly, in confused rolling negotiations - concluding that it was going to wear it. The muscle around the slim neck had tightened in around it like it had been waiting all along to hold something there.

Underneath all of that I was, no point pretending otherwise, extremely aroused.

"Fifteen minutes," he said. "I'll sit with you. Try not to clench. Tell me if anything sharpens."

He settled at the cot's edge beside me, his hip warm against mine through his trousers, and he laid his hand on my back again.

He did not say anything for a long stretch. He simply sat. My breath gradually found a slower rhythm. The plug shifted incrementally, settling, my body accommodating, the plastic warming against me until I couldn't separate it from my own internal heat. The thin trail down my thigh had become a small wet patch beneath my hips where I had been quietly soaking through.

"Some women cry the first time," he said, after a while. Not unkindly. Almost conversationally. "Some women laugh. A lot of women come."

"That's a wide range," I told the pillow.

A small breath of amusement against the side of my hair. "It is."

"I haven't done any of those."

"You're early."

I lay there with the plug seated and his palm steady at my back and listened to him breathe, and felt something in me, almost against my will, tip from anxious resistance into a kind of quiet curiosity. I thought about the curl-haired girl. The careful sip she'd taken of her coffee mid-rhythm. Whether, an hour from now, two hours, three, I'd be looking at the world the way she looked at hers - through eyelashes, half-lidded, untroubled.

When the fifteen minutes were up his hand lifted and his weight shifted off the cot.

"I'm going to take it out now," he said. "The empty will feel different than the full. That's normal. Don't tense."

The plug came out as carefully as it had gone in. The widest point dragged in reverse and I felt every fraction of it leaving - the inverted echo of the same passage, fast then slow, the small sharp flicker of the hottest part receding. And then it was gone, and there was a pulse of empty in its place, a soft echoing hollow my body was already missing.

He set the plug aside on the folded cloth he'd brought in.

I heard the rustle of clothing. The metallic small click of his belt.

"Same position," he said. "Hips up. Same breath."

His thigh pressed against the cot's edge between my parted legs. The heat of his body settled in close behind me - bare thighs, bare hips, a real warmth at my own bare skin where his trousers had been a second ago - and the heat of his cock, oiled, slid briefly between my cheeks, gathering my own slickness with his lubricant, and then settled blunt at the place where the plug had been.

"First inch," he said. "Long out-breath."

I exhaled.

The first inch of him was new and old at once. New because it was a man - warmer than the plug, alive in a way the plug had not been, a real heartbeat under the skin pressing against me - and old because, underneath the newness, my body recognized what it was being asked to do and remembered how to do it. The fifteen minutes had taught it. The two fingers had taught it. The cycle of stretch and yield was already in my muscle memory.

He paused.

"Second."

He pressed in another inch.

He was a steady working length, average to a fault, deliberately not chosen for impressiveness - that was the whole point of him. He was, in his choice as much as his body, instructional - selected because he knew exactly how to make a body learn. Each inch was given to me as a separate gift. He paused after each. He breathed with me. His palm was a wide warm spread at my back the entire time.

By the time he bottomed out - his hips coming flush against my ass with a soft, contained press - I had been making small involuntary sounds for over a minute, my fingers had tightened on the headboard until my knuckles ached, and my body was running hot enough that I felt my pulse in my throat.

"You good?"

"Yes," I said. I sounded astonished. I was astonished. Yes.

"I'm going to move."

He moved.

The first stroke was a long, slow withdrawal almost to the tip, and a long slow press back to the base, and it was its own private kind of revelation. The friction was deeper, hotter, narrower - concentrated into a smaller channel of contact than vaginal sex made - and every nerve along that channel was a fresh map I had never been given and was now memorizing in real time. The drag of him out was a hot pull. The press of him back in was a hot fullness that bumped against something deep I had no language for. I made a noise into the pillow that wasn't a word and wasn't a moan - a low, surprised, open sound I'd never heard out of myself before.

"Easy," he murmured. Steady. His thumb stroked once across my back. "There you are."

He started a slow, deliberate rhythm. Not fast. Not theatrical. The same patient register the curl-haired girl's guard had used over the breakfast table - the rhythm of a man with a job to do and the time to do it correctly. Each stroke methodical. Each return of his hips careful, never with weight that wasn't needed.

His other hand slid under me.

His palm flattened across my lower belly first - pressure that pushed me up off the towel a fraction, that braced me to take him at a slightly different angle - and then his fingers moved down between my thighs and found me. Wet enough that he made a small interested sound through his nose, like a man reading an instrument and approving of what it told him. His middle finger settled on my clit and started to circle.

I made a sound that was a real moan this time and pressed my forehead hard into the pillow.

"There you go," he said.

He coaxed me with the same calm he'd put into everything else. Slow circles, exact pressure, the patience of a hand that had no need to perform. His hips kept their rhythm - long and deliberate, in and out - the friction of him in my ass joining and amplifying the pressure of his finger on my clit until I couldn't keep them separate anymore in my body. The two sensations were folding into each other. The deep narrow channel of him moving inside me. The bright concentrated point of his finger circling. They braided into something I had not earned and had not asked for and was suddenly, urgently, on the edge of.

"Oh," I said. "Oh - oh -"

"Mm," he said. As if a hypothesis had just been confirmed.

He didn't speed up. He didn't change anything. He simply held his rhythm and his pressure and let my body do its own discovering against him.

The orgasm rose in a place I hadn't known orgasms could rise from.

It started low - much lower than I was used to, a kind of internal hot bloom from somewhere behind the place he was filling - and it built in a tight, surprised, gathering curl of pressure that locked itself around him before I'd registered it as an orgasm at all. My ass clenched around him. My thighs locked. My back arched as far as the towel beneath my hips would let it. I came with a small startled cry into the pillow, tightening around him in deep, surprised pulses I had no control over - pulses that came from a part of me that had apparently been waiting in the dark this whole time to be asked.

He groaned. The first real sound he'd made - low, controlled - and his rhythm broke for a beat. He pressed himself deep, and held there, and let my body ride out against him without trying to thrust through it. His finger had stopped on my clit, not moving, just present.

"Oh my God," I told the pillow.

"Stay with it," he said quietly. "I'm not done."

He started moving again before I'd finished. Slow, then steady, then with a small unforced acceleration of his own. I was still riding the long fading edge of the orgasm when his rhythm sharpened and a deeper sound came out of his chest. He was close. His grip on my hip tightened the smallest fraction. His thrusts shortened, deepened, and then he held himself fully seated and finished with a single low controlled grunt, his hips pressed flush against mine, his cock pulsing inside my ass in small heavy throbs I felt with absolute clarity through every part of him.

He held. He stayed. He breathed.

After a long moment he eased out of me - slowly, the way he had done everything else, his palm staying steady at my back through the entire withdrawal - and I felt the empty he left behind as a hollow in the shape of him.

I heard him reach for the cloth and tear open the wipes packet.

He cleaned me carefully, between my cheeks and along the wet that had run down to my inner thighs, with the same procedural attention he'd put into every other part of it. He folded the used wipes into the cloth and set it aside. The back of his hand pressed briefly between my shoulder blades, as if checking a temperature.

"You did well, Navarro."

"Thank you," I said into the pillow. I sounded, even to myself, like a woman in mild shock.

He moved to the small basin at the wall, rinsed the plug at the cold tap, dried it on a corner of the cloth, and set it back on the metal shelf beside the lubricant.

"It stays there. I'll be back this evening."

He went.

I lay on my stomach for a long time after he left.

I did not move. I did not even properly open my eyes. The ache in my ass throbbed in a register I had not yet developed words for - a tender, full, satisfied ache, deep and warm and, somehow, smug, the way a body that had just discovered something new in itself tends to be. My pulse was in places it had not been before. Between my legs the wet was its own slow heat, soaking the towel underneath me into a dark patch I would not, when I finally got up, be able to ignore.

I'd filed anal under endurance. Something the program would eventually make me absorb, the way I had absorbed the bench. I hadn't expected my body to answer it like that. I hadn't expected to come from it, into a finger held steady on my clit, on a folded grey towel in my own cell, at the unhurried hands of a man who had not raised his voice once.

I lay on the towel and let that information settle into me.

After a while, I reached up to the shelf without lifting my head and laid my fingers against the small plastic plug. Cool from the rinse. The fingertips of my own hand registered every contour of it - the taper, the slim neck, the flared base, the little weight, the little promise. We're not done, my own fingers told me. Tonight, they said.

I closed my eyes and slept, briefly, with my hand resting on the shelf.

By the time I made it to the hall for lunch the wing was running its mid-shift hum of trays and conversation and small economical sex.

I walked to the serving window with a hip that knew where it had been. The tender, warm fullness in my ass had not faded. It announced itself with each step - not painfully, just specifically - and there was a slow, persistent low heat between my legs that I had not been able to get rid of with a wash and a fresh skirt. I collected a plate. Bread. Chicken. Greens. Megan, when I crossed to our table, was already halfway through her own.

She looked up, took me in - the way I was walking, the small careful set of my shoulders, whatever the high color in my face was doing on its own - and a slow, crooked grin split her mouth in two.

"Hi there," she said.

I sat. Carefully.

"Yeah," she said. "Yeah."

"Stop."

"I will not." She passed me a roll without being asked. "First training. Look at you."

"I -"

"You came, didn't you."

"Don't -"

"You came." The grin widened. "That's a face."

I felt my cheeks heat and ate the roll mostly to stop my mouth from doing anything more compromising. Across the hall, a guard was leading the blonde from the under-table blowjob to one of the leather sofas, and the curl-haired girl from the breakfast table was eating yogurt with the unbothered slow-blink she'd had this morning, and the senior guard was at his post by the door with his arms folded, watching the wing run with the air of a man whose paperwork was up to date.

Megan ate her chicken with her usual mechanical efficiency.

"Marco," she said eventually. Drily. Not even a question.

"Gone."

"Oh?"

"Gone." I poked at the greens. "His face was already - I don't know. Smudged, this morning. But after that - that - I don't think I'm going to be able to summon him at all. He's been replaced."

"By who?"

"The cot, mostly."

She laughed.

"Ten-out-of-ten specialist," she said, "demoting a nine-inch ex-boyfriend from your highlight reel in twenty-five minutes. I love it. He really is good."

"He is."

"You've still got the privilege days. Visitor stuff. The full anal track." She drank her water like a doctor reading a chart. "You'll be running the place by week three."

"I will not be running the place."

"Fine. The place will be running through you." She set the cup down. "Same difference."

"Senior guard mentioned external stakeholders this week," I said, redirecting.

"Yeah."

"You know what that means?"

"They sell it. They show what the wing produces. Clipboards, suits, hard-ons. That's the external in external stakeholders." A small, dry shrug. "You're about to see what they actually do here."

"Right."

"You'll be fine. You're an asset now. They'll show you off."

I poked at the greens.

"Novak hasn't signed on since the gauntlet," I said.

"Counted, have you?"

"Yes."

"Yeah." She looked at the door for a second, then back at me. Her expression hadn't quite settled. "Two days. He'll surface."

"Today?"

"Not today. Maybe not this week." A small shrug. "He'll show up when his pride has stitched itself back together enough to walk. Or when he can't stand it any longer. Whichever is first." She picked up her tray. "Lunch is over. There's a sofa in the hall with my name on it."

I watched her cross to it.

She was reading a paperback within thirty seconds. Within sixty, a guard had come over and bent her forward over the back of the sofa with one hand braced flat between her shoulder blades, and within ninety she had her book splayed on the cushion in front of her and was using one finger to keep her place while he started in. She kept reading. She turned a page once.

I swallowed the rest of my roll.

A guard came for me half an hour later.

I was on the sofa near the east wall - the same sofa where the blonde had eaten her sandwich yesterday, a detail I noticed because I noticed everything about the wing now in a way I hadn't a week ago - and a guard I'd seen perhaps three times before put a hand on the back of the sofa above my head without speaking.

I stood.

He turned me by the shoulders and pressed me forward over the sofa's leather back. The cushion rose up to meet the front of my hips. My palms found the seat cushion. He flipped my skirt up to my waist with one practiced motion and the back of his knuckles checked between my legs - a brief approving huff at how wet I was - and then he was unzipping behind me and pressing in.

He went straight to the hilt.

After the morning, vaginal sex felt almost weightless. The fullness was familiar and broad but it did not feel narrow, did not feel deep in the new register, did not bump against the place the specialist had bumped against. It was its own kind of good - a wide, warm, slick rocking my body knew how to take with no instruction at all - and after the precise, attentive opening the specialist had given me it felt almost like being held.

The guard fucked me with practiced efficiency, like one more task in the middle of a long shift. I gripped the seat cushion. A stack of paperbacks on the side table tipped a little when he found his pace. From this angle I could see the hall - the curl-haired girl turning the page of her own book, two guards exchanging an end-of-shift handshake near the door, Megan three sofas away with hers, the steady ambient theatre of a wing in motion.

I came, lightly, around him before he was done. A small bright clench, the body responsive on cue. He grunted, gripped my hips a fraction tighter for a final eight or nine strokes, and finished inside me with a low exhale.

He withdrew. Tucked himself back. Patted my hip absently the way a man might pat a counter on the way out of a restaurant. Crossed to a colleague at the door and said something about a roster.

I straightened up. Smoothed my skirt down. Felt his finish begin its slow inevitable course down the inside of my thigh and felt, layered underneath it, the deep new heat from the morning still glowing.

Across the hall, Megan was reading again.

She caught my eye and lifted her eyebrows half an inch. Light work? the eyebrows said. I lifted mine back. Light work, my eyebrows said. She returned to her page.

The afternoon passed in low, slow heat. I drifted through it like a girl in a convalescence she was enjoying. I read four pages of a paperback I had not been reading for a week. I drank water. At intervals, unannounced, riding up from my pelvis without consulting my brain, came small flush echoes of the morning, my body re-running the new sensation as if to make sure it was real. Each one made me tighten my thighs around nothing and breathe out slowly through my nose.

The specialist came back to my cell at eight.

He had a small drawstring cloth bag in one hand and the same calm eyes as this morning. He keyed the door, stepped in, and laid the bag on the cot.

"How do you feel?"

"Good," I said. And then, more honestly: "Surprised."

A small smile. The first I'd seen on him. It was crooked, lived-in, brief.

"Good." He opened the bag and tipped its contents into his palm. A second plug. The same shape as the small one - tapered, smooth, flared base - but visibly bigger. Wider at its widest by a margin my body was already calculating. "This is for overnight. You insert it yourself. You sleep with it in. You hand it back to me at the seven o'clock check tomorrow morning."

"Overnight."

"Overnight."

"Will I be able to -"

"Yes," he said simply, anticipating my question. "It's designed to be held by your body once it's seated. Tonight is sleep. Tomorrow we test duration. Use plenty of lubricant. Lie on your side. Don't fight it once it's in."

He set the new plug down on the towel I had folded at the cot's foot.

"Anything else, Navarro?"

"No."

"Good evening."

He left.

I sat at the cot's end and looked at the new plug.

It was, in plain dimensions, not enormous - not the size of any cock that had been in me, not a punishment, not a stress test. But it was bigger than the small one I had worn for fifteen minutes this morning, and the small one had been precisely as much as I had been able to take cleanly, and the difference between the two was a width I would have to find inside myself, alone, in a few minutes, with no hand on my back.

I picked it up. Heavier than the small one. Cool.

I oiled it generously.

I lay down on my side on the cot, drew one knee toward my chest, and reached behind me with the slick plug in my hand.

The angle was awkward. The reach was ungainly. The first contact of the cool plastic against my own body, by my own hand, was somehow more naked than anything that had happened to me all day - a small, private, intimate report I was making to myself with no audience but the wing. The tapered tip pressed. My body, still warm, still loosened from the morning, accepted it more readily than I had expected. The first inch went in without effort.

The broadest part reached me and stalled.

I stopped breathing for a second. Then I exhaled the way the specialist had told me to, kept the gentle backward pressure of my own hand, and met it with a quiet conviction I hadn't known I had. Don't fight it once it's in, he'd said, but he had not coached me through getting there. I tightened around the plastic, confused and stubborn, then softened by fractions until - somewhere in the middle of an exhale I had not planned - my body gave.

The widest part passed. The slim neck settled. The flared base pressed flat and snug against me.

I lay very still on my side.

The new fullness was a bigger weight than the small one had been - a wider settled occupation, deeper, more emphatic - and my body was very busy adjusting to it. Every breath nudged it. The smallest movement of my hips brought it back into focus, a steady pressure that did not ease.

It did not fade. That was the point of it. The night was going to be one long unbroken stretch of low, focused pressure, my body wearing it through dreams and pulse and the small unconscious shifts of sleep, until the morning came and I returned it warm to a man's hand.

The hum that had lived between my legs since day three had a new register now. An anchor instead of a temperature.

I turned onto my left side. Shifted my hips to settle the plug at its kindest angle. Drew the thin blanket up. The wing settled into its slow ambient breathing. Somewhere across the ring, a paperback dropped quietly onto a concrete floor. A guard's boots crossed the hall and faded. The lights dimmed into the amber half-light of night-watch.

Twenty-nine days to go.

I closed my eyes with the plug seated and one hand pressed flat against my lower belly, and the last clear thought before sleep took me was a small, quiet, surprised one:

I want the morning to come.


⚜




Chapter 3: Wearing it

⚜

The seven o'clock check found me on my back with the overnight plug seated exactly where I had pushed it the night before.

I'd slept around it.

That was a thing my body had apparently been able to do - accept a thick, smooth shape between my cheeks for eleven hours and weave it into a sleep cycle without complaint. I had drifted off on my left side and woken on my back, knees tipped open, one hand spread flat against my lower belly as if I'd been asked through the night to hold the plug in place from the outside. The fullness was no longer a stretch. It had become something my muscles had learned to hold, the way they were holding the pulse and the breath and the simple act of being awake.

Across the bars the wing was already moving. Boots on concrete. A guard's voice exchanging something with the serving window that finished in a low laugh. The slow, ambient lift of a building unbolting itself from sleep.

The specialist arrived at five past seven.

He keyed the cell, gloved his right hand, and held out an open palm. He didn't have to ask. I rolled onto my side, drew my knee up, and reached behind myself the same way I had the night before. The flared base came easily under my fingers. The slim neck offered a small grip. I gave a slow, controlled outward pull, exhaled the way I had learned to exhale, and felt the broadest part drag back through me - sharper in reverse, every fraction of width announcing itself, then a clean small pop of release as the plug came free into my own hand.

The empty after it was the loudest thing in the cell.

I passed the plug to him. He set it on a small square of white paper towel on the cot. Made a tick on his clipboard.

"How was it?"

"In."

He nodded once at the answer the way another man might at a temperature reading. "Good. Larger one after breakfast. In the hall. Try to stay relaxed."

"In the hall."

"That's right."

He took the plug away on its paper towel.

I sat at the cot's edge for a long minute with my hands flat on the mattress and listened to the room my body had left for itself, a vacancy shaped exactly like the thing I had been wearing all night. The hum I'd been carrying since day three pulsed forward into the gap and ached there with a want I couldn't name yet.

I went to wash.

Breakfast was on the table by the time I'd combed my hair into something the wing would recognize, and Megan was already at our usual seat with a roll, an apple, and an expression that read me with the practiced economy of a woman who'd been reading me for a week.

"Morning."

"Morning."

"They said in the hall?"

"They said in the hall."

"Mm." She broke the roll in half and pushed the larger half across to me. "Eat. The clipboard show is easier with bread in your stomach."

I ate the bread.

The senior guard was at his post by the door, sleeves rolled, mug in hand. The wing's other women moved through their morning with the small, efficient choreography of bodies that had stopped pretending breakfast was a private event - trays set down beside skirts riding up, coffees balanced on the curve of a thigh that someone's hand was already cupping, a low whistle from one cell answered with a slow stretch from another. The blonde I remembered from day one was at the serving window collecting porridge. She caught my eye on her way past, gave me a slight, knowing tilt of the chin, and went on.

The specialist came back with the new plug in a clean folded square of cloth at nine-fifteen.

He didn't go to my cell. He set up at the bolted metal table nearest the central hall - the same table where I'd watched the curl-haired girl take her morning anal two mornings ago, sipping coffee around a cock she clearly took for granted - and he laid out the cloth, the lubricant, a paper-banded set of gloves, his clipboard. Then he looked across the room and said my name in his ordinary working voice.

"Navarro."

The hall did not exactly go quiet. But several heads turned.

I stood up. Megan's hand brushed my wrist as I passed her, brief, warm, and I crossed the concrete to him on legs that knew exactly where they were going. The skirt hem grazed the back of my thighs with every step. There was no point pretending I hadn't been waiting for this.

"On the table, please. Forearms flat. Hips at the edge."

I climbed onto the table. The bolted steel was cold against my forearms, cold against the bare skin under my collarbone where I lowered my chest down, cold against the undersides of my breasts where they spread and flattened against the surface. My nipples tightened on contact. The skirt rode up around my hips on its own and he flipped the back of it the rest of the way without comment, baring me from waist to knee. My pulse jumped in my throat.

The new plug came out of the cloth onto his gloved palm.

I caught a glimpse of it before he reached for the lubricant. Wider at the rim than yesterday's, longer in the body, the same smooth taper but a noticeably greater eventual width. He held it where I could see it for a beat. Then his bare hand settled at the small of my back - that same wide anchoring pressure, low - and the gloved hand brought the plastic to me, slick and cool.

"Long out-breath."

I exhaled.

The tip went easily. My body had spent a night learning how to be open. The first inch was almost familiar. Then the smooth taper kept going, and going, and the broadest part stalled where these things always stalled, and I had a single long, balanced second of resistance - the wing's morning hush behind me, the hall's eyes I was choosing not to count, the plastic at its widest pressing patient and uncompromising at a width yesterday's plug hadn't asked of me - and his palm at my back said, in its quiet wordless way, now. I let go around it. The widest part eased through. The slim neck slotted home. The base came up flush against me and stayed.

I made a small sound into the table. Not quite a moan. The note of a body answering a question.

"Good." He tugged my skirt back down over my hips. "Five seconds. Stay flat."

He pressed a thumb experimentally against the plastic seated inside me. Tested how the seal sat. Marked something on the clipboard.

"All day, Navarro. You can move. You can sit. You can lie down. It will hold." A brief pause. "When you can't tell it's there anymore, find me."

He took the cloth and the lubricant and crossed back to the serving window, leaving me to push myself upright on legs that had to remember how to be vertical. The plug shifted as I straightened, settled, became - for a long moment - the only fact in my body. Then it stopped being a fact and became a condition.

I walked back to Megan's table with a width inside me that the morning would have to find a way around.

She watched me approach the way she watched all of it: the small attentive scan, the read, the slow crooked grin she put away before it became a comment. As I sat down, very carefully, she slid the second half of her roll across.

"Better than the morning toast trick," she said.

"What is."

"Watching you sit on a base that big."

"Stop."

"You walked over here like a woman carrying her own punctuation mark."

I finished the roll.

The first guard came for me forty minutes later.

I was on the leather sofa nearest the east wall, my paperback open across my thigh and the plastic a constant heavy fullness pressing every time I shifted. I had been trying, with limited success, to read. The width inside me did not fade. It announced itself with each breath, with each tilt of my hips into the cushion, with the small involuntary flex I'd learned my body would make every minute or so to confirm that yes, the thing was still there.

A hand landed flat on the back of the sofa above my shoulder.

I closed the book. Stood. Turned. He was one of the guards who had already taken me several times in the first week - late thirties, shaved scalp, a close-trimmed beard, broad through the shoulders in a way the uniform pulled tight at the seams. Forearms thick under the rolled sleeves, dusted with dark hair. He smelled of soap and the coffee he'd just put down. The most boilerplate man in the rotation, and one I'd registered as boilerplate without registering, until now, the actual physical heft of him.

He took my elbow without speaking and walked me around to the front of the sofa.

He bent me over the back of it.

The leather was cool against my front. My bare breasts dragged across the seam where the cushion met the upright, my nipples catching against the leather as he pressed me down, and a low pulse started underneath them that I hadn't given permission for. I braced my palms on the cushion. He flipped the skirt up around my waist and the back of his knuckles brushed me - a brisk approving check, the rough pad of one finger sliding once between my folds - and his huff this time was different. Lower. Considering.

He'd found the plug.

His thumb settled on it. Pressed inward. Twisted.

The plastic rotated by a fraction inside me and the width found a new angle and I made a sound into the leather that I hadn't planned to make. He did it again - half a turn the other way, watching the back of my thigh shake - and then his other hand was unzipping behind me and he was lining up at my entrance and pressing in.

The fullness was instant and double.

Vaginal sex with the plug seated was not vaginal sex. It was being filled in two rooms at once. There was less room inside me than there should be. Every stroke he took pressed against the held weight behind it, and the plastic answered in tiny shifts I felt everywhere - in my hips, in my lower spine, in the underside of my belly where the doubled pressure was bowing me out against the leather. He grunted, low, his hand spreading wide across the cheek of my ass to hold me steady, and his fingers tightened.

"Fuck."

He fucked me with less efficiency than usual.

That was the first surprise. The man who had taken me with the precision of a punch-clock half a dozen times across the first week was finding his pace and losing it and finding it again. His breath roughened above me. His grip slipped on the slick of his own sweat at my hip and dug in harder. The doubled tightness was reaching him in a way he hadn't accounted for, and for the first time he seemed to be taking the plug as personally as I was. His rhythm broke twice. His thumb returned to the rim and pressed it inward each time, holding it deeper while he stroked into me, and the answering pressure inside me was incandescent. My clit dragged against the cushion's leather lip with each forward push. My breasts, pressed tight to the upholstery, ached at the nipples from the friction. The paperback I'd been pretending to read had fallen open at my elbow, and a single page lifted and settled with the rocking of the sofa.

"Christ, Navarro."

I had not heard a guard say my name during a fuck before. The rasp of it landed somewhere low and made me clench, and the clench landed back through him, and his next stroke faltered.

I came around him in tight, surprised contractions about two minutes in.

It was a smaller orgasm than yesterday's, narrower, but it rolled through both occupations at once - pussy clamping around the cock, ass tightening around the plastic, the two pulses braiding together into a single quick spasm that pulled a real, wholehearted moan out of me into the cushion. The guard groaned through his teeth. His thumb pressed flat against the base, pinning it. He drove deeper than he had been driving and my orgasm chased itself out in five or six racing little contractions and was gone before I'd quite registered having one.

He finished a minute later. Buried, hot, his palm still pinning the plug in place while he emptied. A rough exhale across the back of my neck. A small backward step. Tucked himself away.

He patted the curve of my hip - a slightly more thoughtful pat than usual, the pat of a man revising a mental note - and crossed to the door without looking back.

I straightened up. The plug had not moved. The room he had left behind, where the cock had been, was its own immediate vacancy, his finish already starting its slow slide along my inner thigh, and the wide steady weight behind it kept me very specifically aware of every joint between my hips and my knees.

Across the hall, Megan was on her own sofa with her book.

She looked up. Took in the way I was standing. The skirt half-rumpled. The flush. Gave me a small slow nod - the same approving nod the senior guard had given me on day six - and returned to her page.

The hall ran its mid-shift hum.

I drifted through it the way I had drifted through yesterday's afternoon - in low, lit-up, surprised attention to my own body. The plug did not let me forget it. It re-registered itself with every shift on the cushion, with every step toward the serving window for water, with the small unconscious tilt of my hips when I sat down. There was a dampness already gathering at the join of my thighs that had nothing to do with the man on the sofa earlier. It was a slow steady arousal generated by simple occupation.

A second guard found me at noon.

I was on a different sofa with a glass of water. I hadn't bothered with food. He was older - fifties, grey threading through dark hair, the kind of broad chest that pressed his uniform out from the inside. His hands when he came up to the sofa were thick at the knuckles, the skin weathered, the nails clean. He smelled faintly of sweat under aftershave. He stopped at the sofa, jerked his chin toward the bolted metal table by the west wall.

I put the water down and went to the table.

I climbed onto it without being told. By the time he came up behind me my forearms were already flat on the steel, my cheek already turned, my hips already at the edge. The chill of the table was immediate against the front of me - bare breasts spreading against the cold metal, my nipples drawing tight enough to ache, my belly pressed flat - and I felt the back of the skirt go up under his hand without ceremony.

He did not check between my legs. He had clearly been informed.

He acknowledged it once with a wide palm flat against the base - a single firm press to confirm the seal - and then his thumb hooked under the rim and stayed there. Not idling. A handhold.

He unzipped behind me, lined himself up against my entrance with the blunt heat of his cock dragging once through my slick, and drove in to the hilt.

His weight settled along me. The chest at my back was solid. His forearm came down beside my elbow and braced on the steel - corded, a faint scar across the back of the wrist - and his thumb at the plug's rim took up its grip like the second of two reins. He used the base to steer me backward into him on the return of each stroke, a small twist with each pull, the plastic shifting microscopically inside me on a regular beat I could feel in my teeth. He bottomed out on the third stroke. The doubled pressure was already familiar by then; I didn't need to name it. What I noticed instead was the cold of the steel against my cheek, the cold against my breasts, the cold along the front of my thighs where the skin had given up its own heat, and the contrast of the long warm cock moving inside me at a pace that was steady and patient and absolutely unconcerned with whether I came.

He fucked me with the patience of an officer working through an issued length of time and intent on using all of it.

That was the difference. The first man had broken his rhythm; this man would not. The plug was the held fact behind every stroke, and he was the long even stroke, and somewhere between the two of them my body stopped trying to keep score and simply opened to whatever was happening. My breath fogged faintly against the steel. My hips were rocking forward into the table edge with each push and back into the press of him on the return, and the friction at my clit where the bolted lip of the table caught me was its own small accumulating heat I had not expected.

I came twice.

The first one snuck up on me from behind a deeper angle of the plug, a low rolling clench his thumb felt at the base before I'd quite felt it myself. He twisted the plastic a half-turn through it without breaking his stroke, and the spasm extended on itself in a long uneven ladder I couldn't get on top of. The second came when he pressed his palm flat between my shoulder blades and held me down half an inch flatter to the table - and the new angle pinned my clit harder against the bolted edge, and the next slow stroke arrived as though it had been planned that way, and I came with my mouth open against the steel in a long, audible, helpless sound. My thighs were shaking. The wet between them had reached my knees.

He held himself deep and finished without theatre. A single low controlled grunt against the back of my shoulder. Three slow heavy throbs I felt with absolute clarity. His weight came off me. He withdrew. He tucked himself away.

He did not pat me.

He stepped past my elbow to the cloth he'd left at the corner of the table, wiped his hands once, made a small mark with a stub of pencil on a folded card I had not seen him produce, and was through the door before I'd registered him moving.

I stayed flat against the steel.

The cold steel was working its way back through my breasts and my belly and my forearms, and the inside of me was running with two men's worth of finish and the steady held weight that was not going anywhere. I did not look for Megan. I already knew what her face would say.

I lay there until the chill at my front reached my pulse, and then I pushed myself up.

The plug came out at six.

The specialist came to my cell with his clipboard and his cloth and he eased it free of my body with the same patient hand that had eased it in. The second exit was quieter than the morning's - my body had given up on resisting any of these passages, and the broadest point came back through me on a long out-breath without theatre. The empty afterwards was, this time, enormous. I had been wearing the plastic since breakfast. The absence felt bigger than my body.

He cleaned it. Set it back on the cloth.

"Next one will be larger. Not tomorrow." He didn't elaborate. "Visitor day after that. Rest tonight. Don't wear anything internal."

"Okay."

"Goodnight, Navarro."

"Goodnight."

He went.

I curled onto my side on the cot, knees tucked, my cell loud with my own breathing and the hum I had carried into and out of every minute of the day, and slept hungrier than I had ever gone to sleep in my life.

Twenty-eight days to go.

Day nine started slow.

No plug at breakfast. No specialist at my cell at nine. I sat on a sofa in the hall with my paperback and ate an apple and felt, for the first time since training started, an entire hour of my body that did not have a specific item or person scheduled into it. The wing went on around me - a guard moving between cells with a clipboard, the day-one blonde collecting her tray and pausing for a hand at her hip from a passing officer, the senior guard holding court at the door - and I did not have to do anything but sit and read.

It felt like a kind of jet lag.

Megan dropped onto the other end of my sofa around ten and held up the morning's privilege list.

"Webb," she said. "Ten-thirty."

I sat up.

"Callum?"

"Callum Webb. Twenty-four years old. Slim, brown hair, looks like a kid the first time you see him. The thirty-second one." She raised her eyebrows. "He requested a return."

"He requested."

"Privilege program lets them request. They don't always get who they ask for." Her grin was small, a little crooked, mostly affection. "He asked. They put him on this morning's list."

I closed the book.

I had not dwelled on Callum since the day he'd left. He'd faded into the broader rotation, into the institutional crowd, into the version of myself that had absorbed him. The mention of his name lit up something under the breastbone I had not expected.

"Sofa or cell?" Megan said.

"Sofa," I said. "He's going to be nervous again."

"Atta girl."

She bumped her ankle against mine and went off to her own morning.

He came in at ten-thirty exactly.

I saw him before he saw me, framed in the corridor light through the security door's window - the same boyish jaw, the same brown hair cut short at the sides, the same orange jumpsuit that had hung loose on his slim frame the first time. I knew him immediately. What I hadn't expected was that he was walking differently. He was not vibrating. His hands at his sides did not tremble. His chest under the jumpsuit was lifting and falling at a normal pace.

The escort uncuffed him. He rubbed his wrists, but absently, not like he was warming circulation back into them. Then his eyes found me on the sofa and I watched his face do something complicated - open, then settle, then open again - and he crossed the room toward me with the careful, deliberate steps of someone who had spent five days rehearsing the approach.

He stopped a foot in front of the sofa.

"Hi."

"Hi, Callum."

His mouth tugged at one corner. "I asked them to put me back in."

"I heard."

"I - I wanted to do this slower. If that's all right."

"It's all right."

He sat down beside me. Not on top of me. Not at my feet on his knees. His hip warm against mine through the orange cotton, his hand resting palm-down on his own thigh. Up close he smelled like institutional soap and something underneath it that was not soap - clean skin, a hint of warm cotton, and one small note I couldn't name that was just the way he smelled.

"You okay?" he asked.

I turned my head to look at him and a small, surprised laugh came out of me before I'd planned it.

"You're checking on me?"

"I - yes." His ears went red. "Last week I - I didn't really. I should have. I was a bit -"

"You weren't a bit anything." I put my hand on his thigh. He did not flinch. "You hadn't been touched in five years."

"Five years before you walked in. Five days since."

"Right." I let my hand stay where it was. "And you wanted to come back."

"Yeah."

"What for?"

His eyes searched my face. Hazel, I'd forgotten - flecked with gold near the pupil, the kind of detail you didn't get to study before because the man attached to them had been too busy not coming apart. They were steady now. The look in them was not Marco's hunger and not Darius's measured certainty. It was something younger, more careful. The old tremor was gone.

"Last week was - an event," he said. "I want to do something not an event."

"Like what?"

He looked at his hand on his thigh. "Like sex with a person, I think."

I leaned forward and kissed him.

His mouth opened easily against mine, and his hand came up to my jaw with a careful curiosity he'd clearly been rehearsing. He kissed me slowly. He did not lunge. His other hand found my waist and rested there. After a moment his thumb began a small slow circle against the dip below my ribs, and the circle was the most deliberate thing he had ever done to me.

We kissed for a long while before either of us moved a piece of cloth.

When his hand finally slid up under the front of my skirt, it did not go to anything urgent. It found my outer thigh first, then my waist, then up to the underside of my breast, then back down, slow, learning the body before asking it for anything. His thumb found my nipple, brushed it, and I felt my breath catch in a small sharp pull he heard against his mouth. He kissed me deeper for a beat. My hands were under his jumpsuit, under the t-shirt beneath it, finding warm skin and the small flat ridges of his ribs.

"Can I take this off you?" he said into my mouth.

"Yes."

He didn't rush it. His hands went to my hips, fingertips finding the waistband of the skirt, and he peeled the grey cotton down - slowly, both sides at once, easing it past the curve of my ass and along my thighs and over my knees and off, the way you'd remove the wrapping from something you wanted to look at properly. He laid the skirt across the arm of the sofa. Then he laid me back on the leather, my whole body bare against it from heel to shoulder, and his eyes did a long honest pass of me - the heavy fall of my breasts to either side, the dip of my waist, the dark trim between my thighs - before he undressed himself: jumpsuit pushed down to his ankles, t-shirt pulled over his head, boxers down. The same slim, boyish frame from his first visit, a little less starved-looking - whatever his first privilege visit had given him, he was carrying it differently now. He was hard already, carefully so, average and curved upward and visibly attentive.

He climbed over me.

The leather was warm under my back where my body had been on it for an hour. His chest came down to mine - not heavy, not light, the deliberate distributed weight of someone who'd thought about how to arrange himself before he did it. His chest brushed the tops of my breasts, his hip bone at the inside of mine, his cock warm and patient against my thigh. His hand reached down between us to guide himself.

He paused.

"Tell me if it's not -"

"It's good. Keep going."

He pressed in.

Average length, a little curve up, nothing my body needed to negotiate after yesterday's plug duty had had its full day to settle. The fullness was almost gentle. The novelty was him - his smell, his hand on my jaw still, his eyes open and on mine the whole way through the first slow stroke. He bottomed out and stopped.

Looked at me.

"Hi," he said. Half-laughing.

"Hi."

He started to move.

It was - there was no other word for it - kind. A slow, considered rhythm, more glide than friction, his weight on his forearms, his face inches from mine. His hand left my jaw and slid down to find my bare breast, cupped it underneath, his thumb passing once, twice, across the nipple in time with his hips. He kissed me again partway through. He did not speed up. He found a pace that suited his curve and the angle of my hips and stayed there, the slow long strokes feeding a low gathering pressure that built on the simple fact of a person here, fucking me, looking at me the entire time.

His thumb left my breast at some point and moved down.

He had not done that before. He braced on one forearm and reached down between us with deliberate purpose and found my clit on the second try and started a slow patient circle that fit the rhythm of his hips with what was clearly not accidental coordination. He had been thinking about this for five days. He had learned how to stay.

I made a small, surprised sound into his mouth.

"Yeah?" he said.

"Yeah."

The minutes stretched. He kept going. He kept the rhythm, kept the thumb, kept the eye contact, and the long slow accumulation in me built without ever sharpening into the kind of edge I was used to - a deeper, softer pressure that climbed at its own pace. My thighs had started to shake against his hips. My hands had found the small of his back and slid up the run of his spine. The wet between us had reached the leather under my hips.

I came around him with a slow, spreading roll of pleasure that took its time arriving. Not a sharp clench. A long, deep, soft contraction, my body pulling him closer in slow waves, my breath coming out of me in three uneven pulls against his cheek. He kept moving through it, careful, his thumb easing off as I tipped over the edge, his cock holding its slow rhythm so it didn't overrun the moment. He watched my face.

"There," he said. Just that. Quietly. There.

He lasted the better part of ten minutes.

When he finally came it was inside me and quiet, his hips holding deep, his forehead pressed against mine, his breath hot across my mouth. I felt him pulse - a handful of throbs against my walls, less aggressive than the men I'd been with this week and somehow more present for it, every contraction registering on its own. My hands were on his back. His hands were on my face.

He did not pull out immediately. He stayed inside me, softening slowly, until he had to ease away.

We lay there. His cheek against my shoulder. My fingers in his hair.

"Thank you," he said.

"Don't say -"

"I want to. Thank you."

It was different from how he'd said it before. Less stunned. More settled. He sounded like a man writing something down.

The escort guard at the wall gave a small two-finger salute. Time, Webb.

Callum lifted his head, kissed me once on the mouth - a slow, closed-mouth, almost married kind of kiss - and got up.

He dressed. He looked at me lying on the sofa once more, his eyes traveling the length of me without urgency. Then he pulled his cuffs forward to be re-cuffed, said bye to me very softly, and went.

I stayed on the leather for a long minute before I sat up.

The wing was loud again. The serving window. A laugh from someone's cell. The senior guard at the door turning a page.

In me, Callum's finish was already starting its slow inevitable course toward the cushion. My hands were still warm where his face had been. I had no idea what to do with the warmth in my chest, a different warmth from any of the others - narrower, cleaner, located in the small place under the breastbone that had lit up when Megan had said his name.

I sat up. Reached across to where Callum had folded my skirt over the sofa arm, drew it back on, and settled the hem at my hips. Picked up my paperback.

It felt like the gentlest thing the wing was ever going to give me, and I hated how sure I was.

Megan found me at lunch.

She came over with her tray, set it down, did not comment on my face for a full thirty seconds, ate a triangle of toast, and then said:

"How was the kid?"

"Fine."

"Fine."

"He came back."

"I know he came back."

"He kissed me," I said, "for a long time before he did anything else."

"Christ." She put her chin on her fist. "I'm glad someone in this building is still holding hands."

I picked at the bread.

"He'll be back?" I said.

"He can request. Doesn't mean they'll grant it. They rotate." A small shrug. "Don't build a calendar around it."

I nodded.

"Tour tomorrow," she said.

I looked up.

"VIP," she said. "Civilian visitor day. The wing's been prepping for it since yesterday. They're bringing in suits."

"Suits."

"Suits. Visitors. The grey-haired guy will brief you in the morning. Listen to him." She bit into the toast. "It's not a privilege day. It's the other thing."

"What is it?"

"You'll find out."

"Megan."

"You'll find out tomorrow." She didn't smile when she said it. "I'm not going to walk you into it with a script. They want it to land on you the way it lands. I'll be there."

She did not elaborate.

I left the rest of the bread.

Late afternoon, I crossed the hall to the showers and stopped.

The corridor outside the wing was visible through the small reinforced window of the security door - the one the guards used to come in and out of, the one I'd looked through perhaps a dozen times in nine days. Through it I saw a figure: lean, athletic, shoulders set, blond hair cropped tight at the sides. Hands at his belt, talking to another officer I couldn't see. The angle was wrong for him to see me.

But it was him.

He had come as far as the threshold and stopped there, close enough for me to see the choice. The conversation went on for maybe ten seconds. Then he turned to leave, and his profile crossed the glass, and for half a beat his eyes shifted toward me and snagged.

He saw me.

I held it. I didn't move. I didn't smile. I didn't look down. I held his eyes through the reinforced glass the way you hold the eye of an animal you haven't yet decided whether to fear.

His face stayed flat.

It didn't crack. It didn't smirk. It didn't soften. The carefully neutral expression he had clearly spent the four days since the gauntlet building stayed in place - and then he turned, and a hand at his shoulder I couldn't see drew him out of the frame, and he was gone.

I stood in the hall for another beat before I went on to the showers.

His name didn't come up in my head. The shape of him through the door had been more interesting than the name attached. He had let me see him stop at the threshold, and he had let me see him leave it, and I did not yet know whether I was supposed to read that as avoidance or as a kind of approach.

Megan had been right about him.

Men like that always do.

I went to bed early.

The plug had been gone since yesterday evening, and the place it had occupied still pulsed, off-shift but not absent. I lay on my right side and drew my knees up and listened to the wing's amber-lit breathing the way I had every night for nine nights. My body was sated in three different ways and hungry in a fourth I didn't have a category for. Callum's finish had soaked through me hours ago. The plug-day tightness from yesterday had finally gone quiet. Somewhere under the breastbone the small clean light he'd put there was still on.

Tomorrow there were going to be suits in the wing. Tomorrow they were going to make me into whatever it was they made women into for the men in the chairs.

The pull that had been sitting in me all week leaned forward. It wanted what was coming.

Twenty-seven days to go.

I closed my eyes.


⚜




Chapter 4: Inspection

⚜

The wing was already moving when I woke.

It wasn't the white click of the overheads that pulled me up from sleep - they were still amber, still on night-watch - but a small change in the pitch of the building. A bucket on a tile somewhere down the corridor. Two voices at the serving window with the careful low pitch of staff who'd been told to keep it down. The squeak of a mop wheel I had not heard before in nine days, doing measured circuits along a stretch of concrete I couldn't see. The wing was being cleaned. A wing that was already, as a rule, immaculate, was being cleaned harder, before its own residents were awake. The cleaning told me enough.

I lay on my back and listened.

Day ten.

I had spent the night without anything inside me - the specialist had been precise about that, don't wear anything internal - and the empty was its own small ache. My body had grown accustomed enough to being occupied that the absence registered now, low and patient, the way I might register an unanswered question. The steady current I'd been carrying since day three had a different resonance to it this morning, no temperature, no anchor - just an open room my body had, apparently, decided was uncomfortable.

The fluorescents snapped on at six.

I sat up and smoothed my hair back with both hands and went through the morning's checklist on autopilot. Toilet. Cold tap. Skirt. Mirror. The dark eyes that came back to me from the polished metal looked steady in a way that surprised me - alert, but not braced.

Out in the central hall the floors were wetter than usual. The mop wheel had reached the east wall. A guard I didn't recognize was stacking folded white towels on a wheeled cart. The senior guard was at the door already, sleeves rolled, mug already in his hand at six-oh-three, talking quietly to another officer with the small tilted attention of a man working through a list. Two prisoners crossed to the showers without speaking. Even the curl-haired girl ate her toast more quietly than usual.

The wing felt staged before the lights came up.

I sat down across from Megan with a roll and half a coffee and we ate without saying much. She was watching the door more than the food. I read her shoulders and stopped trying to make conversation. After a while her hand crossed the table, gave my wrist a brief squeeze - that small wordless transfer I'd come to recognize as her version of you'll be fine - and went back to her coffee.

"I'll be at the showers after," she said eventually.

"Okay."

"Don't look for me in the room. They don't put the rest of us in rotation for the suits. You'll come out of it and I'll be there." She tipped her chin at my plate. "Eat the roll."

I ate the roll.

The specialist came at eight forty-five.

He came down the hall not to my cell but to my breakfast table. A small drawstring cloth bag dangled from one hand, with a fresh pair of paper-banded gloves and the grey towel I had folded at the foot of the cot last night tucked under his arm. He laid the bag on the bolted metal beside my plate without speaking. Megan, across from me, set her cup down and stood up with the smooth practiced timing of a woman ceding the room. She crossed to the next table over without looking back.

"Navarro."

"Sir."

"Stand up please. Skirt up. Forearms on the edge of the table."

I stood up. The table was the same one I had bent over two mornings ago for the larger plug; the bolted steel was already cold under my forearms. He flipped the back of the skirt up to the small of my back briskly. The hall did not stop moving around us - a guard near the door said something into a radio about an arrival, the towel stack at the far wall toppled gently and was rebuilt - but the air at our table compressed, the way it had on plug-duty morning, the way it would whenever this man set out his cloth and his gloves.

He pulled the drawstring on the bag and tipped the contents into his palm.

I looked over my shoulder once and looked away.

The plug in his hand was a step up. Not the long heavy show-off kind I'd seen once on the supply trolley with no idea who it was for - but a clear, deliberate increase on the last one, the rim wider, the body longer, the smooth taper drawn out further. He let me look at it long enough to register the size. Then his bare hand settled at the base of my spine in its familiar wide pressure.

"This goes in here," he said. "It stays in for the morning's event. You don't reach for it. You don't touch it. A guard will remove it in the showers afterwards. Understand?"

"Yes."

"Long out-breath."

I exhaled.

The lubricant came cold and generous. The tip pressed. The first inch was almost ordinary now - my body had spent the last few days learning this passage, and it didn't startle the way it had at the beginning. The taper went and went and went. The widest point arrived. It was wider than the last by a margin my body had to stop and consider - a long balanced second of uncertain refusal, the bolted steel cold under my breasts where the skirt's flap had pushed up over my back, the hall's morning carrying on around us without comment. His palm at my back said, in its quiet wordless register, now. I let the muscle go. The plug eased through. The slim neck slotted home. The flared base pressed flat and snug.

I made a sound I didn't recognize.

He pulled the back of my skirt down over me as if closing a file. Pressed once on the base through the fabric. Made a tick on the clipboard.

"Good. Stay upright. Don't sit on it for the next ten minutes."

"Okay."

"Briggs will come for you at nine fifteen. He'll walk you to the demonstration room. Listen to the senior guard when he runs you through the parameters. Don't move from the position you're put in unless you're told. You don't have to do anything you haven't already done." A pause. "But there will be a number of them."

"How many."

"Ten. Twelve. We'll see."

He folded the cloth around the empty drawstring bag and the lubricant and the gloves with an unhurried economy and crossed back to the supply room. I stood up by the table. The new fullness announced itself with every breath - the rim stretched a fraction more than my body had decided was comfortable, the unaddressed pressure pushing on a place my body had not had pressure on overnight, the empty hum I had woken with already filling in around the new shape with grateful interest. The arousal that had been a low room ten minutes ago had a center now. It pulsed at the seam where the rim sat snug.

Megan, at the next table, lifted her eyebrows once. That bad?

I lifted mine back. That big.

She nodded and went back to her toast.

Briggs came at nine fifteen.

He looked the same as he had on the first day - bald, neckless, the face of a man who'd given up on making expressions years ago - and he stopped at my table without saying anything. He had a clipboard in one hand and a small clean towel in the other. He didn't make eye contact. Didn't ask if I was ready. The procedural flat of his stillness was the question.

I stood.

"Demonstration room," he said. The first words I'd heard him say since intake. They sounded like a turnstile. "Strip at the door. Towel inside."

I followed him.

The walk was twenty steps. We left the central hall through a corridor I'd seen a guard use yesterday and stopped at a heavy panelled door I had not been through before. The corridor was clean. The door was new. A small placard at eye level said DEMONSTRATION ROOM in the same crisp sans serif as the rest of the facility's signage, and underneath it, lower, a second placard read EVENT SCHEDULED - 09:30 with the day's date.

He keyed it.

He stepped aside without crossing the threshold. The senior guard's voice was already audible from inside - the steady boardroom-flat pitch of a man working through a brief - and the sound of a chair scraping back as someone shifted to listen. Through the open door I could see the tail end of a row of folded chairs and the polished black toe of an expensive shoe.

"Skirt off."

I unhooked the skirt at the side and let it fall to the concrete. He stepped on it once, casually, without looking, and pushed it aside with his boot. The corridor air registered the sudden bareness from waist to knee - faintly cool, the wing's filtered air settling against the wet I had not been able to keep from gathering between my thighs in the last ten minutes. He passed me the small clean towel.

"Hand it to the senior. Hands behind your back. Mat in the center. Don't speak unless asked."

He didn't follow me in. He stepped back across the threshold and stayed in the corridor with his clipboard and his neutral face, and I walked into the demonstration room with the towel folded across my forearms and the wide fixed fullness of the plug telling me, every step, exactly where my center of gravity had moved to.

The room was bigger than I'd expected.

A low rectangular space with a hardwood floor that had been polished to a cool dark sheen since yesterday - I could see the wet ghost of the morning's mop along the far wall - and a thick, square leather mat at its center, raised perhaps an inch above the floor. The mat was the only thing in the center of the room. Around it, in a U along three walls, were folding metal chairs - perhaps twenty of them - and the chairs were filling. Civilian men. Suits and dress shirts in unobjectionable shades of grey, navy, charcoal. A few ties, a few loosened ties, two open collars. Polished shoes. The kind of watches that weren't trying. Most of them were sitting. A few were still standing along the back row, drinks in hand - small glass tumblers of something pale, ice clinking, taken from a side table where a guard stood at quiet attention with a tray. I'd seen drinks at events. Seeing them here made the room feel colder.

The senior guard was standing at one end of the mat with his clipboard, sleeves rolled, the same level calm I'd watched move through the wing for nine days. To his left, at the far back corner, two women in dark trouser suits stood side by side with clipboards. Program staff - their attention professional rather than carnal, one of them with a pen between her teeth. Behind them, against the back wall, two uniformed officers I hadn't registered on the way in: arms folded, postures squared, the kind of stillness that meant they were the ones watching the room, not the mat.

I was the only naked person in the space.

The plug shifted as I walked through the door and my breath caught, and somewhere in the second row a man's eyes followed the shift through the line of my hip. I crossed to the mat. The senior guard nodded at the towel. He took it from my forearms and laid it flat across the leather where my knees would land. The towel was for kneeling on.

"On the mat please, Navarro. Knees apart. Hands behind your back."

I knelt.

The towel was warm under my shins and ankles where my weight settled, the backs of my thighs flush against my heels, the leather under the front of my knees through the cotton. I crossed my wrists at the small of my back. My breasts shifted out as my hands went behind me and the room's attention shifted with them - every pair of eyes in the room adjusting their angle in the simultaneous ripple of an audience that had got what they were waiting for. The low charge that had been a soft burn ratcheted into a clean steady heat. Somewhere along the right wall a man cleared his throat.

The senior guard took the center.

"Gentlemen. We'll begin." He spoke at a volume calibrated for a room that had stopped talking on its own. "Today's segment is oral. No vaginal contact. No anal contact. No insertion below the waist beyond what is already in place. The prisoner is wearing a training plug for the duration of this segment and will not be touched there. Approach in turn, in pairs, or in groups of three when the format settles. Hands stay behind her back unless a visitor invites them forward. Don't crowd the man ahead of you. Finish where you like - face, mouth, body - provided it stays above her hips." He scanned the room. "You will not be timed. We have the morning."

A small ripple of acknowledgement around the chairs.

"Navarro will not move from this position unless instructed. If she chokes she will be permitted to recover. If she gags it's part of the format. The two officers along the back will remove a guest from the line at their discretion if any line is crossed." A small nod toward the back wall, where the uniformed pair didn't shift. "We don't anticipate that being needed."

He stepped back.

The word that could stop it existed somewhere distant and unused. What rose in me instead was heat.

For a moment nobody moved. The room contained a breath-held second of polite hesitation - the institutional decorum of men who wanted to be seen waiting to be invited - and then a chair to my right scraped back and a man stood up.

He was the first.

Mid-fifties, greying at the temples, a navy suit cut by someone who had measured him recently, an expensive watch on his left wrist that I noticed because it caught the overheads when he reached up to undo his tie. He folded the tie over the back of his chair. Crossed to the mat with the unhurried economy of a man accustomed to doors opening when he arrived. Stopped a foot in front of me.

He didn't speak. He looked down at me, at my mouth - slightly parted on its own, the wing's ambient breath I'd been doing all morning - and unzipped.

He was already half-hard. He drew himself out. Nothing extraordinary in length; the careful average that money gives a body that has been taken care of. He pressed the head against my closed mouth, traced it once across my lower lip, and waited for me to open. I opened. The blunt warmth of him pressed in past my teeth and over my tongue, and his hand came up to my hair - gentle, unhurried, no pressure - and he started a measured deliberate stroke into my mouth at a pace meant to be watched.

He took his time.

Not deep. Not throat. Just steady, savoring the room's attention as much as the sensation. I could see him in my peripheral vision making a slow scan of the chairs along the wall, registering who was watching, the small private pleasure of a man who had been first in the door. His other hand stayed at his side, not gripping. The watch caught the overhead each time he stroked forward. I closed my eyes after a few seconds and let my mouth and my tongue do what nine days of the wing had taught it - relax the jaw, soften the back of the tongue, let him slide.

He kept going long enough that the room began to murmur.

When he finally tightened his grip in my hair it was a fraction, not a clutch. He held me at the depth he wanted and pumped a heavy, hot load against the back of my tongue with a low controlled exhale. Salt and warmth flooded my throat. He held me there until the last pulse was done. Swallow, he said quietly, the only word he'd said the whole time, and I did, because the room was watching and because there was nowhere else for it to go.

He withdrew. Tucked himself away. Nodded once to me and once to the senior guard. Crossed back and picked up his drink.

The room exhaled.

The second man was already standing before the first had fully reached his seat.

Younger. Taller. Mid-thirties, dark hair still damp at the temples, the unbuttoned collar of a shirt he had not bothered to take a tie off because he was not the sort of man who wore one to begin with. A clean expensive cologne reached me a beat before he did, cutting through the room's leather smell. His length when he drew it out - shirt half-untucked, belt clinking, an impatience to him the first man had not had - was longer. Curved. He didn't introduce himself. He stepped right up against my knees, fisted my hair at my nape, and pulled my mouth onto him in one practiced motion.

He went deep on the first stroke.

The room registered it. A small sound from someone in the second row. My eyes filled instantly - the back of my throat had not been ready for that - and saliva pooled at the corners of my mouth and started to slide down my chin. He didn't slow down. He had a rhythm in mind and he was setting it. His hand at my skull held me firm, his hips rocked forward in short hard pulls, and the depth he was finding was the maximum the angle allowed. I gagged once. He didn't pause; the gag was clearly the point. I gagged again. The tears that had pooled at the corners of my eyes spilled over and ran down my cheeks. My breasts shook with the rhythm of his hips. I could feel the plug shift inside me at every involuntary forward jerk, the sealed pressure reminding me on every stroke it was there.

He fucked my throat for a long couple of minutes.

When he pulled out he pulled out fast.

The break of suction was its own sound. He stepped back half a pace, gripped himself in his fist, and shot across my face with a low animal grunt - the first thick stripe of cum across my forehead and into my hair, the second across my cheek and the corner of my open mouth, a third across my chin. I closed my eyes a beat too late. Wet warmth threaded into my eyelashes. The room made a small collective sound, somewhere between approval and recognition.

He tucked himself back in without looking down. Crossed to a folded square of cloth a guard at the wall had been holding ready, wiped his hands once, and was lost back among the chairs before I'd quite caught my breath.

The cum on my face began its thick crawl down my cheek toward my jaw.

After that the format opened up.

It happened without any visible signal. A man on the left stood up, and a man on the right stood up, and the two of them met at the mat without consulting each other. The first one - a heavy-set man in his forties with a soft jaw and a wedding ring - stepped right up and pressed his cock between my parted lips before I'd quite settled my breathing from the second. The other one - leaner, younger, dark beard trimmed close, forearms tight under rolled cuffs - stood at my left side, undid himself, and pressed himself into my upturned palm. Work me.

The senior guard, at the wall, tipped his chin once. I uncrossed my wrists from behind my back and brought my hands forward.

I worked him.

The man in my mouth was thick, not long, and easier than the last; I didn't gag, didn't have to. My hand found a rhythm on the lean one without looking - fist closed, firm strokes, my thumb finding the underside on every upstroke, half my attention on the rhythm of the man fucking my mouth at the front. The thick one came inside my mouth in less than two minutes - quick, low groan, hand on my jaw - and the next shadow replaced him before I had quite swallowed. The lean man at my side immediately pivoted into the empty space and pushed past my lips while my hand was still wet from the other one. Yes. He fucked my mouth at his own pace for a minute. I switched my hand to a third man who had walked up on the right and was already half-hard and I worked him with my left while a fourth - somewhere across the room behind me - laughed at something his neighbor had said.

I lost track of order.

A balding man in a charcoal suit stood me back fractionally on my heels, two hands in my hair, and pressed the underside of his cock along my cheek while another man worked himself in my mouth. Then he wanted my tongue. He guided my head down and I licked his balls - soft, deliberate, the way the wing's nine days had shown me how to - while the other man finished against the side of my face. The bald man tilted me up and spurted a long thick ribbon down the bridge of my nose and across my lips. Saliva and cum had reached my collarbone. The hand on my breast a moment later was someone else's again.

A man in a navy waistcoat - older, courteous, the grey-templed quiet of someone who'd waited his turn - stepped up next and did something that startled me.

"May I -"

I looked up at him, mouth open and waiting.

"Throat," he said, almost apologetically. "If that's all right."

The senior guard, from the wall, gave a small permissive nod that included both of us.

The man tilted my chin up by a fraction with two fingers under my jaw. Pressed in. Guided himself slowly along the roof of my mouth and, with my chin angled, kept going. The angle was different. The throat opened. I felt him slide past the back of my tongue and on, and on, and his head pressed against the soft tightness at the base and stayed there. My eyes streamed. Saliva flooded. I held. He held. Easy. He stayed deep for a full ten seconds - the room had gone quiet - and then he pulled out, slow, and let me breathe, and pressed back in to the same depth, and held, and pulled out, and held. Three times. Each one a little slower. The third time he came inside my throat and I felt the warmth of it directly at the place where my breath lived. He held himself there until the last pulse, eased out, and stepped clear of the mat.

"Thank you," he said, very quietly, almost to himself.

He sat down.

I was crying. Not crying - leaking. My eyes had been streaming for ten minutes and didn't know how to stop. The cum on my face had become a thick, deliberate descent down my throat.

Three came up at once.

I didn't see the conversation that arranged it. They simply arrived together - one at my front, one at each side - and the front one was already in my mouth before I'd lifted my chin. I closed my left hand around the man at my left and my right hand around the man at my right. The front one fucked my mouth at a steady demanding pace while my two hands ran in opposite rhythms - left a little faster, right a little slower, my body's instinct registering the differences in their breathing and adjusting on the fly. Three men at once. A sensation I had not had since the gauntlet. Different from the gauntlet - no penetration anywhere but my mouth - but the choreography of three at once was a thing my body had remembered how to do.

The front man was first to finish. He pulled out at the last second, gripped himself and tipped his head back and finished - a long thick strand across my tongue, and a second across my nose, and a third onto my breasts, and another lower, across the upper slope of my stomach. He stepped back. The man at my left took his place at the front and slid into my mouth before the strand on my tongue had stopped pulsing. My right hand kept its work. The man at my right grunted and I switched both hands to him without thinking, and the pace of two hands on him at once tipped him over within twenty seconds and he pulled my hands away, jerked himself hard, and spurted across my closed eyes and the bridge of my nose, his groan held in his throat like he was trying not to embarrass himself in front of his colleagues.

I felt cum on my eyelashes again, properly this time, the warmth gathering on the lashes themselves, and it took an effort not to flinch.

The man in my mouth came shortly after. Inside, this time. He pressed forward to the base, held, and finished. Look up. I looked up at him through half-closed wet lashes. He withdrew slowly and pressed the head against my lips and I took the last small pulse on my tongue, mouth open, and he watched me with a look on his face I would remember.

He sat down.

The men kept coming.

By the seventh, by the eighth, I had no system for them anymore. They blurred into a sequence of cocks and hands and shoes - the polished black brogues stepping up to the mat and stepping back, a tan loafer somewhere on my right, the navy suit's hem at my forehead each time a stroke came forward - and the cum had reached my chest in heavy threads and was running down the slope of my breasts toward the underside, where it slid across my stomach in slow uneven lines. My hair was matted in places I'd given up tracking. My mouth was slack and used and a little sore at the corners. My chin glistened. The taste was a constant: salt, faintly bitter, the heavy ambient of having not closed my mouth fully in twenty minutes.

A round man with a soft red face wanted me to stick my tongue out and look up.

I stuck my tongue out and looked up.

He stood half a step back and worked himself in his fist for less than a minute and finished a long even ribbon along my tongue and across the corner of my mouth and into the back of my throat. Good girl. He dabbed at the corner of his mouth with a folded handkerchief he had taken from his suit pocket, and the handkerchief returned to his breast pocket as he turned away.

A taller, older man in a wool jacket wanted my eyes on his while he came.

He held my chin with two fingers. Held himself with his other hand. Worked with measured strokes for a minute and a half, watching my face the whole time, and when he came he came on a small surprised gag I made when his thumb pressed unexpectedly under my jaw - and the gag travelled through him and finished him, and he came across my open mouth with my eyes wide on his and his lips parted in his own quiet astonishment.

Two men who had already finished came back.

The first time I noticed it I'd thought a third newcomer had stepped up - but the lean man with the dark beard, who had worked himself off in my mouth twenty minutes earlier, was hard again and back at the front of the line. His second time was harder than his first. He held my hair and went deeper. Finished, faster than the first round, into my hair, and stepped back wiping his hand on his thigh.

The first man - the watch - also returned.

He was less interested in being watched the second time. He was perfunctory. He stepped up, used my mouth at a pace that was almost businesslike, finished across my temple and down my cheekbone with a small grunt, nodded once, and didn't pick up his drink again.

The two staff observers, all the way through, had not moved.

Through every minute of it the plug was the held, frustrated center.

I felt it on every shift of my hips, every backward press onto my heels to take a cock at a steeper angle, every tighten of my thighs against the wet that was running down my inner skin. The longer the morning went on the more I felt it - not less. It compounded. My pussy, between my thighs, untouched and unattended for almost an hour, was running its own quiet flood down the inside of my legs, and the puddle at the front of the leather where my knees had been pressed for fifty minutes was not entirely cum.

A man on his way back to his seat - younger, sharp-suited, the sort who notices - paused just past my right shoulder and made a small private comment to a colleague in the chair beside him about the wet that had reached my knees. The colleague leaned back, looked, lifted his eyebrows, smiled. They both watched the next man fuck my mouth with a different attention than they had the first.

A few minutes later, on his way back from the mat, another man - somebody whose face I could not at that moment place - brushed the toe of his polished shoe once against the outside curve of my hip, on the same line as the lifted hem of my own absent skirt. Not insertion. Not the plug. Not below the rule line the briefing had drawn. One of the officers along the back wall registered the contact, watched it not cross the line, and let it pass. The held weight of the plug inside me responded anyway, a pulse of pressure that shot up through my pelvis and out through my throat, and I tightened, involuntarily, around the cock in my mouth. The man at my front grunted and pressed deeper.

That was the only contact below my hips I got the entire morning. The plug stayed seated, sealed, maddeningly irrelevant to everyone but me. The hands that landed on me landed on my hair and my jaw and my face and once, briefly, on my breast. The rules, more or less, held.

The frustration had ceased to be frustration in any ordinary sense. It was its own escalation. The denial was hotter than any direct touch had been all week. My mouth was full. My hands were full. My body was on display. My ass was held open by a width that had not been allowed to be addressed, and my pussy was streaming wet at the seam where it had not been given a single fingertip. The baseline heat I'd carried for a week had become a roar in my pelvis. I was, as far as I could tell, almost pre-orgasmic just from the cumulative effect of being looked at and used and explicitly not relieved.

I came close.

I came close, more than once, with a cock in my mouth and another in my hand and the plug seated deep - the kind of close where my thighs began to shake and my breath shortened and a small involuntary clench started building somewhere behind the plug - but the rules of the room held me on the edge of it and would not let me cross. There was no friction at my clit. There was no hand on me. There was nothing for the rising tightness to break against.

It hovered, and faded, and rose again, and faded.

By the end I was being used with my body singing in my own ears.

The eleventh - or twelfth, I had lost count - was the last.

He was tall, mid-forties, the sort of man who looked uncomfortable in a suit. He had been one of the standing men at the back. He approached the mat with a glass still in his hand and handed it to a guard at the wall on his way past. He stepped up. His gaze travelled the state of me - the dripping, the smeared, the soaked-through wreckage of the morning - and a small flicker went through his face that was almost respect. He nodded.

He used my mouth for ninety seconds. Slow. Full. His hand at my hair, gentle, almost considerate. He finished inside my mouth. He held there until the last pulse and stepped clear.

"Thank you," he said quietly, to me, not the room.

He went back to his place at the wall.

The senior guard waited a long moment to see if anyone else would rise. Nobody did. He stepped back into the center of the mat, on the opposite side from me.

"Gentlemen. Thank you." His voice had not shifted from the briefing, as if closing the segment were no different from opening it. "We'll close this segment. The prisoner will be returned to her wing. Refreshments are at the side."

A polite murmur. A scrape of chairs. A few of them stayed seated for a beat - finishing drinks, exchanging quiet sentences with their neighbors - and then the room began to drift in twos and threes toward the door. A small queue formed there. Two men stopped to thank the senior guard, and a third pressed a small white business card into his hand with a brief warm word I couldn't quite hear; the senior guard slipped the card under the clip of his board without breaking from the conversation. Another card changed hands a moment later, and a fourth. Networking. The post-event handshake. As ordinary as a conference.

Two of them did not join the line.

The man in the navy waistcoat - the one who had asked permission for my throat - and the younger man with the close-trimmed beard who had waited at my left: they stayed in their seats, hands folded in their laps, watching me in a different register now. As I crossed the floor I felt the weight of their attention settle on the line of my back like two careful fingers pressed flat. They looked like men who would try to come back.

I stood.

It took a try and a half. The plug shifted with the lift of my hips. My thighs were slick from inner thigh to knee. The trail of cum on my breasts had reached my belly button on the right side. One of the staff observers said something low to the senior guard. He nodded.

"Showers, Navarro."

I crossed to the door without looking at the men still in their seats. Briggs was waiting in the corridor with a folded white robe across his arm. He held the robe open, I stepped into it, and he tied it at the waist for me with the same impersonal economy he'd shown at the door an hour ago. He didn't look at my face.

He walked me back through the hall.

The wing was waiting.

It hadn't stopped - the curl-haired girl was still at her sofa, the day-one blonde was at the serving window, two guards stood by the corridor door - but the volume was lower than usual, in the particular way the wing went lower when an event was wrapping. Several of the women looked up when I passed. The blonde's eyes went to my face and then dropped politely. The curl-haired girl's stayed there a second longer, an unreadable small acknowledgement - the same kind of nod the senior guard had given me on day six over a cup of coffee.

Megan caught me at the entrance to the showers.

She didn't say anything yet. She lifted the robe at my shoulder, tucked a strand of cum-matted hair behind my ear with two careful fingers, looked at the state of me with a private fond grimace - half welcome to it and half I'm sorry - and pulled the curtain aside for me.

"Plug," she said, over my shoulder, to the guard inside.

The guard at the shower entrance was a woman I'd seen perhaps three times. Mid-thirties, thick braid, wide hands. She held out a gloved palm. I dropped the robe. She took my elbow with one hand, turned me into the hot stream, and I felt her other hand reach back between my cheeks. The plug eased free in one measured controlled pull. Even after fifty minutes it took a moment, the body's stubborn last grip, and then a small pop. When it came free, my body kept holding the shape for a second after the object was gone. The guard set the plug into a pan of cleaning solution by the wall and turned back to me with a sponge.

"Wash," she said. "Your hands. We'll do the hair."

I washed.

The water came off me dirtier than I had ever seen it. The drain ran milky for a long while. The guard worked her gloved hand into my hair from behind with a small efficient measure of soap and rinsed and soaped and rinsed again, and the matted strands separated in stages, and after a while the water at my feet ran clear. Megan was leaning against the tile wall opposite, arms folded, watching her work without speaking.

When the guard stepped back to her station I stood in the hot stream by myself with the door of the shower stall pulled half-shut and Megan a step away on the other side of the wet curtain, her face turned toward me but her body turned slightly out, a courteous half-screen.

I couldn't stop myself.

I slid one hand between my thighs. The wet there was its own slow heat under the water - cleaner now, but still my own - and the place I had not been touched in an hour pulsed up to meet my fingers like it had been waiting. My middle finger found my clit. The first soft pass of my own fingertip wrung a sound out of me I didn't know I'd been holding in. The second pass made my knees give. I braced one palm flat on the wet tile and let the third pass become a steady circle, and the orgasm that had been hovering at the threshold for an hour did not need any coaxing - it broke over me in a long, deep, cracking wave the second I asked it to.

I came hard against my own hand.

It went on. I rode it through three or four long pulses and a fourth that surprised me. My forehead pressed against the tile. The water ran. The edge I'd carried from the mat snapped at once - a deep unspectacular release my body had been holding back through every minute of the last hour, and that the second I'd given it permission had simply taken what it was owed.

When I'd quieted my hand stayed where it was.

Megan was still beyond the wet curtain, courteously turned away.

"You good?" she said, without looking.

"Yes."

"Take your time."

I took my time.

I let the water run over my face until the heat of it found the tightness across my forehead and softened it. I unwrapped my hand from my thigh slowly. The baseline heat I had been carrying for a week was, for the first time, quiet - not gone, but answered.

I shut the water off.

Megan handed me a towel through the gap.

We sat in the changing area after.

Megan was on the bench beside me with her arms crossed, knees out, the careful loose posture of a woman who had decided I needed company without needing words. I wrapped the towel around me and held it at the chest. My hair hung wet down my back. My skin was pink from the water. The fluorescent overhead was on its low daytime setting. From here I could hear the wing through the doorway - the small returning normal of a building going back to its usual hum after a held-breath morning.

"Bukkake day," Megan said eventually. Drily. Matter-of-fact. "Welcome to the VIP track."

"Yeah."

"Grade?"

"On me, or them?"

"Either."

I thought about it. "Better than I expected. Worse than I expected."

"That's about right."

"They didn't touch me where I needed."

"No. They don't, on bukkake day. That's the whole format." She tilted her head. "Plug?"

"Plug."

"You came in there?"

"No. I came after."

"Atta girl."

I looked at her for a long second. The freckles across her cheekbones. The short auburn hair flat to her skull from the steam. The four-day countdown sitting under her face that I had not once forgotten this morning.

"You'll be at the next one," I said. Not a question.

"Yeah."

"Four days."

"Four days."

I nodded. I leaned my head against her shoulder for a beat - she did not move - and then I straightened up and stood and went to find a clean skirt.

The afternoon ran quiet.

I sat on a sofa with my paperback and a cup of tea and the wing went on around me at its ordinary working pitch. Across the hall the curl-haired girl ate yogurt. The day-one blonde was on her own sofa with someone in her mouth and a paperback in one hand. The body that had been used for an hour without being addressed had been answered, finally, by my own hand under the hot stream, and what was left in me was the long quiet aftermath of a fire put out - warmth, residue, the surprised sense of having been bigger inside than I'd realized.

In the evening I lay on my cot with the wing dimming into amber and turned the morning over like a stone in a river. A roomful of suited men. A leather mat. Twelve strangers. The white business cards changing hands at the door on the way out.

I had not been afraid.

That was the fact I kept coming back to. The room had been larger, colder, more public than anything before it, and what I'd carried out was a quiet recognition - the same low heat I'd felt looking at the small black plug on my shelf four nights ago.

The observers had watched a baseline, not a climax.

The two men in the chairs had been waiting to come back.

Twenty-six days to go.

I closed my eyes.

I want to know what's next.


⚜




Chapter 5: Privilege

⚜

His name was on the privilege list when Megan pushed the photocopied sheet across our breakfast table.

I read it twice before I trusted it.

Knox, D. - 10:30 - Navarro.

"Yeah," Megan said. She was watching my face do something I hadn't intended it to. "He requested too. I thought you'd like to know."

"He requested."

"Mm-hm." She sipped her coffee. "Forty-five minutes. He's due at ten-thirty. You've got an hour."

I set the paper down beside the toast I was no longer interested in. Beneath the wing's ordinary morning the thing my body had been doing since I'd seen the name had a clean focused rhythm I hadn't carried in five days. Not frustration. A held breath. Something I had been keeping back from the wing's noise so it didn't get spent on someone who wasn't him.

"You okay?" Megan asked.

"Yes."

"You sure?"

"I'm sure."

She watched me for another beat, then took the list back and tucked it into the front of her tray.

"Eat the toast," she said. "You'll need your legs."

"I'm working."

"You're staring at a piece of bread."

I ate the toast.

I was in my cell by ten with my hair brushed and my hands folded in my lap on the cot, and the wing had the kind of dilated patience that only ever announced itself before something I'd been waiting for. Yesterday morning's event-plug pressure had faded into a background tenderness; the bukkake morning itself was twenty-four hours behind me; my body had been allowed a full evening of being only itself for the first time since the inspection and was, by ten o'clock, restless about it.

I had been thinking about him in the abstract for five days.

Now he was twenty minutes away and the abstract was breaking apart into specifics. His size at my back on the gauntlet, taken in pieces I'd never been able to look at. The slow-careful first inch on the bench and the moment he had reached the end of me and the certainty of his hips at the finish.

The places he had not been.

The training had done its own arithmetic. The plug had stretched me through several stages of progressive width. The specialist had taught my body that this passage existed and could be used and could even, with the right hand on the right place, give back. None of it had asked me, until now, what it would feel like to take a man who had filled me past my capacity at one end, in a place my body had only just learned was for filling at all.

I sat with my hands flat on my thighs and let the question settle.

He came down the corridor at ten thirty exactly.

I heard him before I saw him - the heavier footfall of weight not on the institutional average - and I was on my feet by the time his shape filled the bars. Six-foot-four with the spread shoulders I remembered, the close-shaved scalp, the dark skin caught dull under the fluorescents. Grey work-detail cotton today instead of the orange of his first visit; he'd come straight off a shift to make the slot. The fabric pulled tight across the breadth of his chest.

The escort uncuffed him at my door, keyed it, and stepped back.

"Forty-five, Knox."

Darius nodded once. He didn't look at the escort. He stepped into my cell and stopped just inside the threshold, and his eyes ran a long slow pass of me - from my bare feet on the concrete to the grey skirt at my hips to my bare breasts above it, to my throat, my mouth, my eyes - and his face did something very quiet and unsmiling that was not the careful arrival of a stranger.

"Heard you've been busy."

"Some."

"Mm." His voice was the same low register I'd been carrying in my head for five days. "I'd ask how you've been but I think I can see most of it."

I didn't answer. He was reading me the way Megan read me - the careful scan of someone who had met an earlier version of me and wanted to know what the new version had been made of. Whatever the past five days had set into my face, into my posture, into the way I stood without flinching while a man twice my mass took inventory in a cell barely wider than the cot - he was looking at it.

He stepped further in. The cell was small. He filled it.

His hand came up and traced one finger along the line of my jaw, down to my chin, and lifted my face by the smallest pressure. He was not gentle. He was not rough. He was deliberate in the specific way of someone who had been thinking about the next minute for as long as I'd been thinking about it.

"Sit down."

I sat on the cot.

He stayed standing.

He undid his belt without any change in his face - the same controlled neutral attention he'd used on me on the bench - and his palm came down to the back of my head before he'd finished freeing himself, fingers spread wide across my scalp, holding me where I was. The cotton trousers slid down. His cock came out into his other hand and he was already half-hard from the walk down the corridor, the look at me, the cell, the wait - and the size of him in my line of sight made my mouth water before I'd registered the want.

The first time, on the gauntlet, I hadn't been able to look. He'd been at my back the whole time, a fact I'd taken in pieces.

Up close he was even larger than I remembered.

Long. Dark. Thick at the base, where his hand was wrapped around himself in a grip that nearly closed but not quite. The veined width of him along the underside. The blunt heavy head that had been at my entrance on the bench and had taken patient minutes to fit.

I leaned forward without being told.

His fingers at my scalp tightened just enough to register and then went still - letting me come to him, not pulling. I closed my mouth around the head and slid down. The salt-warm taste hit the roof of my mouth a beat before the stretch did. My jaw spread to accommodate. The first three inches went past my lips and across my tongue and against the soft tightness at the back where my throat began, and I stopped at the depth that the gauntlet had taught me I could take without strain. My right hand came up and wrapped around the base of him where his own grip had been, and his fingers let go and dropped to his side, leaving his weight in mine.

I worked him the way the wing had taught me to.

Tongue pressed flat to the underside on each upstroke. The flat of my palm sliding in counter-rhythm to my mouth, oiling itself with the saliva that had already begun to gather. The free hand at his thigh for balance. He was warm against my tongue. The head pressed at the back of my throat each time I came forward and I held it there for a beat, mouth working him, swallowing once around him so the soft tightness of my throat squeezed and released him without quite letting him through.

The third time I tried to take him deeper my body refused.

I gagged once - a clean involuntary clamp at the back of my mouth - and pulled back half an inch and let my throat reset before I pressed forward again. Three inches in my mouth, the rest in my hand. The size of him meant I would not be able to take him to the base in this position no matter how the wing had trained me. He had not asked me to. The hand at my scalp was loose in my hair, present, untaxing.

Above me I heard him exhale through his nose.

"Easy."

I worked him easy.

I gave him the unhurried cooperative rhythm my mouth had spent the last week and a half getting fluent in - the rhythm that made my mouth and his cock into one moving piece - and he let me run it without trying to take it from me. His thumb stroked once, slow, through the hair at my temple. His other hand had risen and was resting open at his hip, not gripping, not directing. He was hardening fully under my mouth. The base in my hand thickened. The veined width along the underside tightened against my tongue.

I'd worked him for perhaps two minutes when his palm closed gently in my hair and lifted me back.

His cock came out of my mouth wet, glistening, a thread of saliva briefly bridging from the head to my lower lip and breaking. I looked up at him, mouth still slack, and his eyes were on my mouth and not on anything else for a long second.

"That's enough of that."

"Mm?"

"I want your ass."

The room narrowed to four words.

My body had a complete physical answer ready before my mind had a thought at all. A pulse low in my belly. A tightening at the smaller place. The small involuntary clench of muscle that had spent three days learning what to do under pressure.

"Yeah?" he said, watching my face.

"Yeah."

He didn't smile. His eyes flicked once around the cell - the cot, the bottle of lubricant on my shelf, the thin grey blanket folded at the foot. He nodded at the cot.

"Stomach. Hips up. Get the blanket under you."

I did what he said.

I did it from training muscle memory. Skirt off. Folded the grey blanket once, then again, into a thick supporting square, and laid it across the cot's edge. Lay down on my stomach with my hips raised on the folded square, my breasts pressed flat against the mattress, my forearms above my head, my fingers loose around the cool metal bar of the headboard. The angle put my ass elevated, my pussy already wet enough to register the cool wing air against it, my smaller passage exposed.

He was looking at me.

I felt his eyes the way I had felt the suits on the mat yesterday - the steady unblinking attention of a man taking in what he had been given - and underneath the look the cell air seemed to shift density around the line of my hips. He took the lubricant from the shelf, set it down within reach, and stripped his trousers the rest of the way off without ceremony. The bed creaked under him as he set one knee on the mattress between my parted legs.

His weight was what hit me first.

The specialist had been spare, almost gracile next to him. The boilerplate guard had been broad. Even Novak had been a precise athletic compactness. Darius, kneeling between my thighs with one knee pressing the mattress at my hip, was a different scale altogether - heavy through the shoulders and the chest and the thigh I felt warm against my own. He set one palm flat across the small of my back and the palm was not the specialist's wide carrying anchor. It was a hand that could press me flat to the cot if it decided to. The mattress dipped under him.

The lubricant clicked open above me.

He was generous with it, cooler than skin. He worked it slow with his free hand into the place between my cheeks, taking longer than he had to, until my own wet from the front had run into his slick from above. His thumb made an experimental pass across the smaller ring without trying to enter. The place tightened on instinct the way it had tightened under the specialist's thumb during training, and his low huff above me said he had registered it.

"You been working on this."

"Some."

"Mm."

He pushed one finger in.

It was - and I had not expected this - already a trial. Darius's finger was thicker than fingers had any right to be. It pressed in past where the specialist's had paused without finding any of the resistance the smaller plug had offered. My body, surprised into stillness, took the first knuckle and the second on a long out-breath I hadn't decided to release.

"Out and slow," he said. The same instructional cadence the specialist had used. "Back in. Open up for me."

He did it twice.

The second pass added a second finger. Two of his fingers were the width of the larger plug from yesterday. The size leaped without warning. The burn was not sharp - he had been generous with the lubricant - but it was wide, located, absolutely uncompromising. A low broken sound came out of me that I hadn't planned. He held still. He didn't move. He waited the way an immovable weight waited, except the spread of his palm at my back was not asking me for anything: it was holding me down to the cot with a presence I could not have shrugged off if I had wanted to.

"Breathe."

I breathed.

He pressed a fraction deeper, paused, pressed again. The width of his two fingers worked into my muscle by patient increments. His other hand stayed steady. After a long minute the burn folded and gave way to a deeper register of heat - and underneath the heat, a low pulsing want my body had not signed off on.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah."

"I'm going to take them out and put me in. Don't fight it."

"Okay."

He withdrew his fingers slowly. The hollow they left throbbed open, the wide place his fingers had opened suddenly empty - and then the heat of him replaced them, oiled, pressing steady at the place his fingers had been.

The first inch was brutal.

I had nothing to compare it to. The plug's progressive widths had been graded. The specialist had been chosen for being average. Darius's cock at the entrance to my ass was wider than anything that had pressed there, anywhere close, and the difference between the plug I had worn yesterday and the head of him pushing at me now was not a percentage; it was a different shape of question entirely.

My body made a sound that was not a word.

He paused.

His weight settled.

"Out," he said, low. "Long and slow."

I exhaled. He did not press. He held there, the head of him at the rim, the press constant, the patience absolute. I felt my own muscle's panicked tightness ease by a fraction. He pressed again. Another fraction of him passed me. He paused. He waited. He pressed again.

The first inch took thirty seconds and a year.

When the head was finally past my body's first refusal he held still completely, his palm wider and warmer than the specialist's hand had ever been, his breath above me audible and slow. I gripped the headboard with both hands. My forehead pressed into the pillow. My breath came in short pulled shudders that I was no longer choosing.

"Easy," he said. Low. The same low. "I've got you."

"Mm -"

"Half an inch more."

He pressed again.

The progress past the first inch was slower than any sex I had ever had. He moved by fractions, paid for by his stillness, met with my body's slow incremental yielding. The burn was wide and hot - the deep stretching ache of something larger than my body had been made to take being asked to fit there anyway.

I bit the pillow.

Below me the cot mattress had a wet spot where the front of me was leaking through, my pussy responding to the act with a reflex my body did not consult me on. I was making sounds - broken, low, half-syllabic - into the cotton and they were coming out of me without my permission. The spread of his fingers stayed wide and warm and grounding.

Inch by burning inch he buried himself in me.

I lost track of how long it took. Somewhere past the halfway point my body crossed an interior line and the burn began to fold over again, harder and slower than it had during training and on a wider register entirely. The friction took over my attention completely. My pelvis felt like it was being widened from the inside. My breath had become a long unbroken pull through my teeth.

When his hips finally settled flush against my ass - the heavy give of his thighs against the backs of mine, the unbroken weight of him flat to my body, his palm having slid up at some point from the small of my back to spread wide between my shoulder blades - I came.

Not from friction. He had not moved at all. I came from the absolute occupation of being completely filled by him, of having my body opened past anything it had believed it could hold, of arriving - finally - at the deep settled fact his size had promised in a place the gauntlet had not been allowed to use it. The orgasm bloomed from somewhere I did not have language for, behind the place he was filling, and rolled forward and outward in a slow stunned wave I could not have stopped if I'd tried. My ass clamped around him in deep involuntary pulses. My thighs locked. A long astonished sound broke in my throat and never made it out clean.

Above me, his breath hitched.

His palm flexed once between my shoulder blades. Held. The pulse I was making around him traveled through him in tiny tightening rings he stayed perfectly still inside, riding it out without trying to thrust through it.

When my body's pulses had quieted he exhaled.

"Christ."

"Yeah."

"I haven't moved yet."

"I know."

He let out a small breath of laughter against my nape - the first of him I'd heard - and his hand smoothed once down to the curve of my ass and back up. The cell was a single warm dim space around the two of us. I could hear the wing through the bars, slow and ambient, the world going on at its ordinary working pitch as if a man was not currently fully buried in me at a width I had never accommodated.

"Now," he said.

He started to move.

The first stroke was a long heavy drag back, the cot shifting under us with the weight of the withdrawal, and then he sank his full size into me again and I felt every inch of it land as a separate event - the final landing a deep thump that pushed the air out of my lungs in a sound I had not chosen. The friction the specialist had taught me was nothing next to this. The drag of him outward took a piece of me with it. The press back was a heavy filling that bumped against something interior I had never been bumped against before. My fingers went white-knuckled on the headboard.

"There," he said. Low. "Stay with me."

He kept the rhythm at slow.

He did not change it for a long time. The strokes were measured, deep, his hips coming flush against my ass on every return, his weight a steady pin between my shoulder blades. After two minutes his free arm slid under me without breaking rhythm and locked beneath my belly - solid, the brace of his forearm hard against the soft of me - and lifted me an inch up off the blanket, pulling my hips into him at a sharper angle. His middle finger slid down between my thighs and found me.

I was wetter than I had been all week.

His fingertip slid through my folds and found my clit and circled it with the same patient register the specialist had used. Two sensations at once. The deep heavy fill of him moving in my ass; the bright concentrated point of his finger on my clit. The pressure in my ass drove every circle of his finger forward, turned each one into a fuse. The orgasm I'd already had was a foundation for the second one, and the second one began to rise within a minute of the first having finished, building against his stroke at a tempo neither of us had to coordinate.

When it came it was a clamp.

The specialist had drawn out a soft surprised contraction that had bloomed from a place I hadn't known existed; Darius drove a tight ass-deep clenching orgasm out of me that locked my whole pelvis around him in a single cracking spasm. I made a real cry into the cotton. My ass tightened around him in pulses that wrung a low groan out of him on the next inward press. His finger eased off my clit and held still. He let the clamp ride through him without changing his stroke - short, controlled, deep, the patience of a man who had been here before and knew what came next.

"You good?"

"Don't -"

"Don't?"

"Don't stop."

He huffed against my temple.

"I'm not stopping."

He shifted me onto my side.

It was a single coordinated move - his arm sliding under me, his weight rolling with mine, his cock staying seated in my ass through the rotation by some controlled small adjustment of his hips - and we came to rest with my back against his chest, his arm under my neck, his other hand on my hip drawing me in, his cock fully buried at the new angle. The depth was the same. The position let him hold me. His breath was warm along my hairline. The cot was small enough that my upper knee hung half off the edge and his thigh was pressing it open.

"Better?"

"Mm."

His hand moved from my hip to my front. His palm cupped my breast first, briefly - the heel of it pressing the underside into the fullness of it, the pad of his thumb passing once across the nipple - and then it slid down my belly and between my thighs and his middle finger settled exactly where it had been when I was on my stomach. He started his rhythm again. Slow. Deep. His finger circling my clit without urgency, his free arm under my neck holding me close to his chest.

The third orgasm took longer.

This one built on the long settled occupation of him moving inside me at the new angle, the patience of his finger at my clit, his chest at my back warm and wide, his breath even at my neck. It gathered slowly and kept gathering, his rhythm refusing to vary, until I was shaking more than moving - and when it finally broke open it took perhaps a minute to fully arrive and another minute to fully pass, and when it had I was a soft loose creature he had to hold to keep on the cot.

"Last one's mine," he said.

"Mm - yes -"

"Hold on."

He rolled me back under him without slipping free, and his weight came down behind me in a different register. The patience left him. He drove his hips forward in a sharp heavy rhythm that drove home hard on every stroke - the cot creaking, my breath kicked out of me on each landing, his weight on my shoulder blades no longer grounding but pinning, his free hand fisting the pillow beside my head. He pulled almost all the way out and slammed back, and again, and again, and the rhythm was past slow and patient now, and the cotton took everything I couldn't keep in, my body taking him past anything it had taken before and accepting the pace because the pace was what he had brought me here to take.

He buried himself deep and finished.

It was a long pulsing release I felt in clear specific throbs. The first heavy pulse hit deep and stopped him, and the second came a beat later, and the third, and the fourth - and he held himself fully seated through every one with a stillness that had taken every ounce of his control to find, his breath ragged where my neck met my shoulder, his arm under my belly trembling against my ribs. He didn't withdraw. He stayed in me. He breathed.

I lay underneath him with my forehead in the pillow and my body running with a heat I had not categorized.

"Fuck," he said quietly. Above me. To no one.

"Yeah."

After a long moment he pulled out of me - slow, slower than he had pushed in, careful of the place that had spent twenty minutes opening to a width it was now negotiating its way out of - and my body stayed open around the memory of him, slow to understand he was gone. Warmth gathered between my thighs and began to run.

I did not move.

"How long do we have," he said.

I had to think about it. The wing had been a long way away for a while.

"Twenty more," I said. "Maybe."

"Roll over."

I rolled over.

He was still hard.

That was the first surprise - the second - the third surprise of the morning. He had finished thoroughly in my ass and his cock was still glistening, not yet softening, the heavy head still flushed dark. He took in what the last twenty minutes had made of me - flushed, slack, the wet patch on the blanket - and his hand came down between my breasts and across my belly, stopping at the top of the dark trim between my thighs.

"You done?"

"Don't be stupid."

He smiled. It was the first real smile I had seen on him.

"Up."

He sat down on the cot, his back against the wall, his cock still standing in his lap, and lifted me onto him in a single low move - my thighs straddling his, my knees pressed into the mattress on either side of his hips, my hands settling on his shoulders for balance. He took my hip in one hand and the base of his cock in the other, and lined himself up at my entrance, and looked up at me.

"Slow."

I sank onto him slow.

The width of him into my pussy was not a stretch I had to negotiate the way the anal had been a stretch. My pussy had been ready for him before he'd come in the door. The fullness was enormous, but it was the familiar enormous of the bench - the kind I knew how to take, that I had taken, that had been the first marker my body had used to measure what enough was. The descent took me ten seconds. The base met me. I sat fully seated on his lap with him buried to the hilt in me and breathed against the side of his face.

After the anal it was almost soft.

That was the only word for it. The width he had been at the back of me had recalibrated my whole body's measure of full - and now the same width at the front of me, in the place I had been built to hold it, was a generous easy depth my pussy welcomed in without complaint. The friction was clean and slick and broad. He held still for a beat, letting me settle, his hand at my hip wide and warm, and then I started to move.

I rode him slow.

His hands came up to my breasts, palms flat, lifting their weight in his hands and then letting them fall back to my chest with the small bounce of my own motion. His thumbs found my nipples and circled them. His mouth came forward and his lips closed around the side of one and pulled, and I made a small sound into his hair and rocked harder. His tongue worked underneath the curve of my breast. His teeth found the nipple and held it, careful, and the sensation pulled a moan out of me that vibrated through both our chests.

I rode him until I lost my measure of how long it had been.

The orgasm arrived without fanfare. It built slow on the rhythm of my own hips - at my own pace, my body in charge of the tempo for the first time in days - and crested in a long deep rolling clench around him that pulled a low approving sound out of his chest. I stayed seated on him through it, hips slowing, my forehead against his temple, my hands on his shoulders, the orgasm rolling through me in long unhurried waves. He was kissing the side of my throat. His arm was wide at my back.

When the last of it passed I was loose and warm and dimly aware that the bars had felt theoretical for the better part of an hour.

"Stay with me."

"Mm."

He took my hips in both hands.

He held me still and started to move under me. The cot creaked. He drove up to the base on each thrust, the angle hitting somewhere I had not been hit, and a hard breath broke out of me against his shoulder I had not realized I'd been holding back. After a minute his rhythm sharpened, his hips lifted faster, and he came inside me with a low sound against my throat and three heavy pulses I felt at the deepest place of me.

We sat like that.

His chest rose and fell against mine. The cot was quiet under us. I could hear, dimly, the wing's ordinary midmorning hum at the bars - a guard's footfalls, a tray, a paperback's faint flap. The cell had been a private room for forty minutes and was about to be a cell again. My legs hung against his thighs like they had no joints in them.

Outside in the corridor a key chain rattled.

"Time, Knox."

He didn't move yet.

He took my face in both his hands.

He kissed me.

The kiss hit me later than the sex did. The sex had belonged to the schedule; his mouth was outside it. His tongue eased against my lower lip and into my mouth and he kissed me the way he had done everything else that morning, slow and complete, a single full minute of mouth on mouth. I kissed him back. My hands stayed on his shoulders. The cell narrowed to that.

When he eased back he kept his forehead pressed to mine for a beat.

"Next privilege day."

"Yeah."

"Get up off me carefully."

I did.

He lifted me off him with a hand under each thigh - careful, the way he had eased into me earlier - and set me onto the cot. The cell air felt very loud and bright. He stood, dressed in the practiced unhurried order of a man with twenty seconds left, fastened his belt, and turned at the bars.

He looked back at me once.

He nodded.

Then the escort had him, the cuffs clicked back on his wrists, and he was gone down the corridor before I had quite decided to sit up.

Megan found me on the cot ten minutes later. The cell door was still keyed open from the escort's exit; she let herself through the bars and sat at the foot of the cot with one leg folded under her. I was on my side, the thin blanket pulled around me. I had not moved my legs. My ass throbbed with a deep stunned ache I didn't have a name for yet. My pussy was leaking him slow onto the blanket.

"Hey."

"Hi."

She looked at me with the unhurried fond grimace I had earned. The corner of her mouth lifted by a careful millimeter and stayed there.

"Bad?" she said.

"Define bad."

"Fair point."

I breathed through my nose.

"He kissed me."

"He what."

"At the end."

She took that in. Her face did a small soft thing it was rare to see. "Huh."

"Yeah."

"How was the -"

"Don't ask."

"I was going to ask about the size question."

"Megan."

"You want me to make you breakfast."

"I want you to stop talking."

She grinned.

"Bigger than Marco?" she said.

I rolled my face into the pillow.

"Way bigger now that I've taken it like that."

She laughed - the clean dry low laugh that was one of the best things in the wing - and let her hand rest briefly on my ankle through the blanket. The freckles across her cheekbones caught the fluorescent. Her hair was still wet from the showers. Three days. I closed my eyes.

"You eat anything since breakfast?" she said after a while.

"No."

"I'll bring you a roll."

"Megan -"

"You'll be hungry in twenty minutes." She got up. "Stay here. The rotation can do without you for an hour. I'll square it with the floor."

"Thank you."

"Thank Knox," she said, and was out of the cell.

I rolled onto my back and looked up at the underside of the metal shelf above the cot.

Across the ring a woman I'd seen perhaps three times sat cross-legged on her cot with a paperback. The hall continued without granting the morning any ceremony. Megan walking out of it in three. The body I had carried into that cell forty-five minutes ago was not the same one I was bringing out - and the part of me that had once tracked these markers had stopped tracking, somewhere yesterday, and was simply living inside whatever the wing made of me one hour at a time.

The verdict came up under my breastbone before I'd asked for it.

More.

I closed my eyes.

Day twelve started with the specialist at my cell at seven.

He had a fresh plug on his cloth - wider at the rim than the bukkake plug, longer in the body. I lay on my side on the cot and let him guide it in with the practiced handling of a man five days into a routine, and the insertion was the most ordinary thing the morning had to offer: a quick generous slick, the steady press, the brief stall, the quiet give of muscle that had stopped being a question and had become a procedure.

He set the base flush, palmed it once through the skirt I had pulled on for him, marked the clipboard.

"All day. Out for anal use, back in after, mine at six."

"Okay."

He went.

I sat up with the new fullness settling and a body that did not feel like the same body it had been on day eight. After Darius the rim was just a shape my muscle closed around without argument. The flared base announced itself between my cheeks when I stood, and my hips made the small sideways adjustment I had stopped being conscious of, and that was the day's calibration done.

I went to breakfast.

The day went past me at a different speed than the days before it had. Whatever yesterday's slow forty-five minutes had set into me had tipped some interior switch about the wing's traffic. Where the bukkake morning had been an event and the plug days had been events and the gauntlet had been an event, day twelve was a sequence of small ordinary uses my body did not register as the loudest thing happening to it.

It came in pieces. Skirt lifted. Leather cool under my palms. The flared base shifting against the inside of my ass when I bent forward. A clipboard's faint scratch. A guard's hand at the side of my hip. Rinse water running clear down my thigh.

By nine-thirty I had been bent over the back of the leather sofa nearest the east wall in the central hall and fucked vaginally to a small clean orgasm by a square-handed guard whose badge brushed my hip every time he leaned in. The plug shifted with each forward press - the doubled fullness from the last plug day was a tightness my body knew now - but I had a system for it. I rocked back into him. I came around him in the same little surprised contractions my body had been giving up to anyone who asked. He finished inside me with a flat low grunt, tucked himself back, gave my hip a distracted tap, was through the door.

I straightened the skirt. Megan, three sofas down, lifted an eyebrow at me. Light? her eyebrows said. Light, mine answered. She went back to her page.

I watched her for a beat longer than I needed to. The freckled forearms folded over her chest. The way her lips moved very slightly when she was reading something she liked. Two days. The wing in two days would have somebody else on that sofa, with somebody else's eyebrows, and Megan would be on the other side of the security door eating breakfast in a kitchen with windows. I'd have the rotation. The plug. Twenty-two days still ahead of me after she walked out. I would not have the eyebrow.

She looked up and caught me looking. Lifted the brow again. What.

I looked away.

By eleven the curl-haired girl from the breakfast table was on a sofa with a guard, taking him orally from her seat with the unhurried slow attention I had watched her give her morning anal six mornings ago. I watched her hand drift from his belt to her tea cup and back, and felt a small recognition under my breastbone that was less envy now than fellow-feeling.

By noon I was over a sofa arm.

A guard had sat down on the leather and undone himself with the same procedural absence of ceremony, and beckoned me over without a word. I crossed. He patted the rolled leather arm of the sofa beside him. I bent forward over it - the arm caught me at the hipbone, my breasts dropping forward, my hair falling past my face - and turned my head sideways to find his cock at mouth level. He took the back of my neck in one hand and guided me down onto him. The angle put him at a comfortable easy depth that the rolled leather under my belly braced me against. I worked him with the side of my tongue and the gentle clutch of my throat. He talked across me to a colleague who had stopped at the next sofa about an upcoming roster meeting. I gave him the easy practiced attention the day required, the leather arm cool under the front of my hips, the plug shifting pleasantly with every forward bob - and he finished inside my mouth with a small low exhale and resumed the roster conversation without missing a beat.

I swallowed. I straightened up off the sofa arm. I went to the serving window. I ate a roll. The plug shifted as I sat down.

By mid-afternoon a guard with a beard and a stocky build had me on a bolted metal table for anal. He worked the plug out by its flared base with a gloved thumb and forefinger - the slow drag of the broadest part in reverse, then the small pop, then the empty he didn't let me feel for long. The metal of the table was cold under my hipbones where the skirt had ridden up, gooseflesh climbing up my thighs in the second between the plug coming out and his cock sliding in, and the immediate familiar drag was almost a relief. He held the rim with one palm and his hipbone braced steady against my ass while he fucked me. My body opened for him with the practiced ease that surprised me a little - the broad heat the wing had been training me toward for a week, now rendered routine. I came lightly with my forehead pressed to the steel and a long slow breath into the cool metal. He finished with three blunt pulses, eased out, replaced the plug with a single gloved press - cool fresh slick at the rim, the seated weight settling back into its place, my body taking it without protest - and walked to the door without comment.

I did not look for Megan after.

The wing ran on around me, and I ran inside it, and the day was not a sequence of incidents. It was a register of low ambient heat that occasionally tightened to a bright point and then released. My body moved between cells and sofas and tables with the unbothered slow attention of a girl who had been doing this for weeks, and the verdict that had used to come up on demand - more, more, more - had stopped needing to come up at all. More was now the air.

I caught myself once, walking back from the table to my cell with the plug seated and the afternoon guard's finish still warm down the inside of my thigh, smiling at nothing.

The grey-haired senior guard, at his post at the door, caught my eye.

He did not nod.

He made the small acknowledgement I had earned six days ago - a half-smile that crossed his face for a beat and was gone - and went back to his clipboard.

Late afternoon I was crossing the central hall when I clocked him at the far end of the corridor that ran off the east-wall door.

Not the threshold. Inside.

He was standing where the corridor met the wing's outer rim, hands loose at his belt, shoulders set in the tight stillness of someone who hadn't yet decided whether to move. He must have signed back onto something - the corridor was guard-side; you didn't drift in there without a roster slot - and he had picked an angle that put him in line with my crossing.

Novak.

The cropped blond. The sharp line of his shaved jaw. The cleaner posture I had not seen this close in seven days.

I did not stop. I did not adjust my walk. I crossed the hall the way I'd been crossing it all afternoon - plug seated, skirt riding high, the slow ache in my hips that the morning had set into me - and his eyes tracked me the whole way.

I let them.

Halfway across I let myself look.

He did not look away. His face did nothing - the carefully neutral expression he had spent the days since the gauntlet building stayed exactly where it was - but it held. Barely, by my count, but it held. I kept walking. The angle let him see what a week without him had made of me: plug seated, skirt damp at the hem, no waiting left in me, the loose-limbed walk of a body that had been used at scale and had stopped flinching about it. I gave him the full slow read.

By the time I reached the bench at the far wall he was no longer in the corridor.

He had turned and gone before I had cleared the hall.

The specialist came for the plug a few minutes before six. He pulled it as carefully as he had set it, marked his clipboard, set the plastic on its cloth, and went without a word. The empty in his wake registered the way it always did now - present, not loud.

I went to the showers.

The water was hot. Megan was already inside, towelling herself off after her own. She caught the look on my face as I stepped past her into the next stall and her eyes did the quick read.

"Him?" she said, low.

"Inside the corridor this time."

"Hm."

"Watched me cross."

"Hm." She tied the towel. "Tomorrow's a big one."

I had known. I had been pushing it to one side all day.

"And my last full day," she said. Drier. "So we'll have a busy morning."

"Megan -"

"Don't."

I didn't.

She crossed to the bench with the loose-limbed walk that was hers. I stepped under the hot stream and let it run until the day's accumulated wet - the morning guard's finish on my thigh, the afternoon guard's slow seep along my inner skin where the plug had been replaced earlier - went cleanly down the drain.

Novak's flat look came back once. Men like that always do, Megan had said. The next time, I knew, there would be no glass and no corridor to hold us apart.

Twenty-four days to go.

I closed my eyes under the water.

Tomorrow.


⚜




Chapter 6: The train

⚜

The wing was being cleaned again when I woke.

Not in the same pre-dawn way as bukkake morning - no mop wheel along the east wall, no folded white towels stacking on a cart - but a smaller, more focused version of the same hush. I lay on my back in the amber half-light and listened. A single low conversation at the serving window kept below the wing's natural volume. The dry slide of a guard's boots along the corridor. A clipboard turning a page. The wing knew before its women did.

I turned onto my side. Yesterday's leftover ached in two places - a low warm fullness still ghosting the seat of the plug, and a clean used heaviness along the inside of my thighs from the long day's accumulation. Below all of it the resting hum I had stopped describing and had started simply living inside.

Today was the next item on the list.

Twenty-four days.

Megan walked out tomorrow.

I held that fact a moment before I let it go. The wing without her on the other end of a paperback. The next bukkake or anal event without her hand at my elbow afterwards. I'd been keeping the thought at arm's length since the morning a week back when she'd told me she had eight days left.

The fluorescents snapped on at six.

She was already at the table when I came in for breakfast.

Her hair was wet from the showers and her elbows were on the metal beside her tray, and her expression had the careful, prepared-for-a-conversation quality of a woman who had decided what she was going to say to me before I'd sat down. There was a roll on her plate she had not torn into. Coffee, going cold.

I sat.

"Morning."

"Morning."

She watched me arrange my own tray - coffee, toast, an apple I wasn't going to eat - with the slow scan she'd been giving me for thirteen days. Then she pushed her roll across.

"Eat that. You'll want carbohydrates in you by ten."

I ate the roll.

The senior guard had taken up his usual stance by the door with his sleeves rolled and a mug already in his hand at six-oh-eight. His conversation with the radio officer had a list quality to it. The two staff observers from the bukkake - the women in dark trouser suits - were not in the wing, which meant they were already in the demonstration room.

"He'll come over before nine," Megan said quietly. "The grey-haired one. He'll talk to you about it. Listen to him. He'll tell you exactly what's going to happen and he won't decorate it."

"Okay."

"It's not a stress test. He'll say that. He's not lying when he says it."

"Megan."

"Yeah."

"Just say it."

She drank some coffee. Looked at me over the rim. Set the cup down.

"Anal train," she said. Drily. "Four men. They'll bench you. Same demonstration room as last time, different rig. The plug from this week's been the rehearsal. Today's the matinee."

"Four."

"Four."

I broke a piece off the toast and didn't eat it.

"Bukkake had twelve," I said.

"Bukkake was twelve men and one mouth at a time. This is four men with time, all using the same place. Different shape of morning." She paused. "It's an endurance event. They don't pick women for it who haven't already done it once another way. You did Knox forty-eight hours ago. That's the prerequisite."

"Reassuring."

"It wasn't supposed to be." Half a smile. "It's the truth."

I looked across the hall.

The curl-haired girl at the east-wall table was eating yogurt with the slow blink she gave most things, a guard at her shoulder in the unhurried way of a man asking a question you both already knew the answer to. The day-one blonde was at the serving window collecting porridge. The wing's ordinary ten-past-six was running underneath the day's bigger schedule, and that was a kind of comfort I had not had on bukkake morning, when the wing's hush had been the loudest fact in the room.

"I'll be there," Megan said.

"I know."

"On the wall. They put a few of us in the room. They like having a familiar face in the line of sight for the woman on the bench. The visitors don't care which of us is watching." She drained her coffee. "Small mercy. Take it."

"I'll take it."

"And -" Her hand crossed the table and squeezed my wrist, brief, warm. "- I will be at the showers after."

"I know."

She nudged the apple toward me with two fingers.

"Half."

I ate half the apple.

The senior guard came at eight forty.

He came down the hall with a clipboard under his arm and his coffee in his hand, and he sat across from me at the table the same way he had on day six - the practiced timing of a man who knew exactly when to enter. Megan rose as he approached but did not leave the area. She slid one table over with her empty mug, turned her chair so she could see my face. The senior guard registered her with a brief flat nod and turned his mug between his hands. He didn't open with my name.

"Today's segment is sustained anal use," he said.

I set my coffee down.

"Format is a low-bench restraint with four scheduled visitors. Wrists forward, ankles spread. No vaginal contact. The plug this week has been the preparation; the bench is the demonstration. You've already taken Knox at this width, so we are not asking your body for anything new in capacity." A pause. "What we are asking is duration."

"Four men."

"Four. Sequential. They take their time. Average around ten minutes a guest."

I did the arithmetic. Four times ten. Forty minutes on the bench.

"There's an additional instruction for you to know in advance," he said. "You are not to climax until the end of the session."

I went still.

He continued at the same pitch. "A guard will be at your head, whose responsibility this morning is to remind you of that instruction. You are permitted to vocalize. You are permitted to plead. You are not permitted to come. The format demonstrates a body's response to sustained use, and the climactic release at the end is part of the demonstration."

"Released."

"You'll be told. In so many words." A small, almost private nod. "And then the room will see what the wing produces."

I held the coffee cup with both hands. The arousal I had been carrying since waking gathered into a clean bright point under my breastbone. It was not fear. The cold weight that anal training had not landed on me last week did not land on me now. The information settled instead into the place that had spent six days saying yes.

"Understood," I said.

"Good." He drained the last of his coffee. "Specialist will plug you for the walk over at nine fifteen. Briggs will take you down. The bench will do its work."

He stood. He paused.

"Navarro."

"Sir."

"You'll do fine on this. The body knows what the body knows by now. The instruction is the only thing it won't have an answer for in advance." A small, dry beat. "And the room knows that."

He went.

I sat with the coffee cup between my hands. Megan slid back across to my table, set a fresh roll beside my plate, and put her hand over mine on the metal for a beat.

"Yeah," she said. Drily. "Welcome to that one."

The specialist came at nine fifteen.

He came to the table, set the cloth, set the gloves, set the bag with the morning's plug, and I stood up without being told. The skirt went up briskly. The bolted steel was cold against my forearms. The air around the table had the specific pre-event compression I had begun to recognize.

"Long out-breath."

I exhaled.

The lubricant went generous. The plug tip pressed. The body that had spent five days learning this passage took the smooth taper without theatre, the broadest part settling through my muscle on a single steady give, the slim neck slotting home, the flared base seating flat. He pressed once with his thumb, marked his clipboard, drew the back of the skirt down over me.

"All the way to the bench, this stays in. Briggs will pull it on the rig once you're set."

"Okay."

"You'll do well, Navarro." The closest thing to encouragement I'd ever heard from him. "You've done the work."

I looked at him for a beat. He returned the look levelly. He did not smile. He folded the cloth over the bag without wasted movement, picked up his clipboard, and crossed back to the supply room.

Briggs was in the doorway already.

He had a folded white robe across his arm.

He shook the robe out one-handed and held it open. I slid my arms in. The cotton fell to mid-thigh. He drew the front closed and tied the sash himself, snug at my waist.

"Walk."

The walk was the same walk.

Twenty steps. Same corridor. Same heavy panelled door with the placard updated: EVENT SCHEDULED - 09:30. The plug shifted with each step the way the bukkake plug had shifted, but I didn't have to give it the same attention; my body had learned how to wear it. What I had to give attention to was the steady yes I had been carrying since breakfast, the focused heat under my ribs where the senior guard's last sentence had set down.

Briggs keyed the door.

He stepped aside.

"Robe at the threshold. Skirt to me at the rig. Plug I'll pull when you're up. Senior will tell you the rest. Don't speak unless asked."

I crossed the threshold.

The room had been re-set.

The leather mat from the bukkake morning was gone. In its place, a low padded bench had been bolted to the dark hardwood at the room's center - cresting under the hips and sloping away toward both the head and foot ends, upholstered in the same dark leather as the chairs along the walls. At the foot end, two padded cuffs spread at a wide angle. At the head end, two more cuffs facing forward. The whole rig arranged so that whoever was bolted into it would be presented to the room at a specific elevation: hips up, ass at the eye level of any man who walked past, head and shoulders dropped down by the angle.

Around the walls, the room had been dressed heavier than the bukkake. Fewer chairs but better ones - upholstered armchairs brought in from somewhere deeper in the building, two standing lamps lifting the light on either side of the bench, a small folding table at the back with a tray of glassware and a bound program. Civilian men in suits and dress shirts, mostly already seated - different group from the bukkake, dressed a notch sharper. The two women in dark trouser suits in the back corner, clipboards out. Two uniformed officers at the back wall. The senior guard at the head end of the bench. And on the wall to the left, in a row of three folding chairs that hadn't been there last time, three of the wing's other prisoners - Megan in the middle, the curl-haired girl on her right, the day-one blonde on her left - hands folded in their laps. Familiar. Watchful. Not the audience.

I let go of the breath I had not realized I was holding.

Megan's eyes met mine across the room and did the smallest possible thing - a half-blink, a tilt of one corner of her mouth - and my chest loosened around it.

I dropped the robe at the threshold.

Briggs took it from the air without looking.

I crossed to the bench.

At the foot of it I stopped, hooked my thumbs into the waistband of the grey skirt, slid it down over my hips and stepped out of it. Briggs was at my elbow. I handed him the cloth folded once. He took it the same way he'd taken the robe and stepped back.

The senior guard nodded at the rig.

"On the bench, please, Navarro. Hips at the crest. Forearms forward, wrists in the cuffs. Ankles into the foot restraints. Briggs will pull the plug once you're set and the bench guard will lubricate."

I climbed on.

The leather was cool against the front of me - bare breasts spreading flat against the dark padding as I went down onto my forearms, my belly settling along the slope, my hipbones cresting at the high edge. The angle put my ass elevated, the small of my back arched, my legs stretched downward toward the foot cuffs. A guard knelt at the foot and threaded each ankle into a padded cuff and tightened the buckle, my legs spread wider than my own choice would have set them. He slid each forearm into the wrist cuffs forward and tested the closures with a thumb.

I was on the bench. I was held.

Briggs came around to my side. His glove was already on. The widest point of the plug resisted for a single last second, then slipped free into his hand, leaving a sudden hollow open behind it. He set the plug on a folded cloth at the foot of the rig and stepped clear.

The bench guard took his place - broad, methodical, late forties - gloved one hand and worked a careful pass of fresh lubricant into me. Across the rim. Into the place that had just been opened. Deeper than usual. He was not perfunctory. The morning's preparation was its own announcement: this was a passage that was about to be used at length, and the room was being told so.

He stepped back.

The senior guard took the center.

"Gentlemen."

The room had already stopped its ambient noise.

"Today's segment is sustained anal use. Format is sequential. Four guests. No vaginal contact. Hands stay on the rig or on her hips and back; no contact below the waist forward. The prisoner is restrained at four points and will not be required to do anything other than be present. She has been prepared and lubricated in your view. The seal is fresh." A small scan of the room. "This is not a stress test. It's a demonstration. Take the time you want. The prisoner is not on a clock."

He moved to my head end.

His hand settled on the back of my neck. Not hard. The wide warm pressure of an officer about to brief me on something I needed to hear at close range. He lowered his voice.

"Navarro. The instruction we discussed."

"Yes."

"I'm going to repeat it now." Calm, measured. "You don't climax until I tell you to. Pleading is permitted. Vocalizing is permitted. The release is at the end of the session. Do you understand me."

"I understand you."

"Good." His thumb stroked once along the back of my neck - almost paternal, almost not - and he straightened up. To the room: "Visitor one. When you're ready."

A chair scraped back along the right wall.

He moved like the smallest of them - brisk, neat, already measuring his time.

Average build, neat-trimmed grey hair, the brisk crossing of a man who had checked his watch on the way to the bench and intended to use a measured length of it. He stopped at the foot of the rig. The angle put me at the perfect height for him - my ass elevated, his hands free to settle at my hips with no effort at all. He undid himself behind me. I heard the small unbuckle of his belt and the give of his trousers, the brief catch of his breath as he took himself in his hand, and then the warm pressure of his palms spread wide, one on each hip. He wore some kind of cologne, dry and citrus.

He pressed in.

Average size. The slick was generous; he met no real resistance. The fullness was a clean, familiar shape - wider than the morning's plug, narrower than what Darius had been, a settled ordinary stretch my body knew how to take. He held still for a beat at the depth he wanted, and I felt the small unhurried adjustment of a man who had done this before and had taken his time before.

He started slow.

The bench did not move under me. It had been bolted into the floor and his weight at the foot end did not disturb it; the only motion was his hips and mine and the small steady tightening of my forearms in the wrist cuffs as my body adjusted its grip. The angle of the rig gave him reach he would not have had on a flat surface. Each return of his hips landed home with a precise depth. The grind at the bottom of each stroke rolled across a place inside me that the plug had been pressing against all week without ever doing anything about. The friction was deeper than the plug's - the held weight made motion, dragging across a place his finger had been promising all week and never quite reaching.

I made a small sound into the leather.

He took it as a green light. His pace settled into a steady measured rhythm, neither fast nor slow - the rhythm of a man who had a quarter-hour and intended to use it. His thumbs spread wide at my hips, holding me against the foot edge with a constant pressure. The room's quiet held. Somebody two chairs to my right shifted in his seat - the leather creaked once, settled. Megan's hands, folded in her lap, did not move.

It started to gather faster than I had been prepared for.

That was the first surprise. The week's training had set a baseline arousal into my ass that yesterday's small ordinary uses had not relieved; this morning's preparation slick had compounded it; the bench's angle was finding a place I had not known about; and within three minutes of him moving I felt the long low gathering rise of a real orgasm starting to build, not in my pussy where I would have expected it but deep in the place he was filling.

The senior guard's hand came down beside my face on the bench's leather.

"Not yet, Navarro."

I bit the inside of my cheek.

The visitor's pace did not change. If he registered the guard's voice he did not show it; he was simply taking what he had been told he could take. The orgasm continued its build - slow but undeniable, a tight ratcheting heat under his strokes - and reached the threshold I had spent a week learning to recognize.

"Not yet."

I held it.

I held it the way the bukkake morning had held me - through the lack of friction, through the absence of any direct hand that would have tipped me over - and the orgasm hovered at the edge for a long second, and then receded slightly without breaking, the heat staying high but the climax pulling back. My breath rasped against the leather. I had not realized how close I had come.

He kept his rhythm. His thumbs tightened at my hips. He took another seven or eight minutes at the same measured pace, savoring the room and the unhurried pleasure of his own slot, and only when he was ready did his stroke shorten, deepen, and bury him flush against my ass. He held there, and I felt the first thick pulse of him land deep, and the second, and the third, the slow heavy throbs of a man who finished neatly because he had timed it that way.

He held himself fully seated through the last pulse. Eased out.

His weight stepped back.

He took a folded square of cloth from a guard at the wall, wiped his hands once, did up his trousers, and crossed back to his chair. He did not look down at me again.

A thread of his finish ran out of me along the inside of my thigh.

I felt it move.

"Visitor two."

The second was wider.

He was younger than the first, broader through the chest, dark-haired, an expensive watch on the wrist that came up against my hip when he settled at the foot of the rig. His forearms were thick under rolled cuffs. His hands when he took my hips were larger - splayed, the fingertips pressing into the soft below my hipbone. He smelled faintly of starch and something colder, aftershave or soap. I felt him line up at me with a single stroke of his palm against the slick already running down between my cheeks and then he pressed in.

The width registered.

It was not Darius - nothing here was going to be Darius - but it was a fresh stretch shock, my body settled around the first man's average and now asked to take a noticeably wider weight without preparation. The burn was clean and located. The lubricant the bench guard had laid down eased the passage. He bottomed out against the back of me on the second stroke and immediately found a faster pace than the first man had taken - not punishing but not measured, a workmanlike rhythm that hit deep and hard and made the bench's bolts creak under us.

A moan broke loose against the padding.

I did not try to stop the sound. The rules of the morning had not asked me to control it. The cuff of the senior guard's sleeve entered my blurred field of vision - the dull metal of his watch, the calloused inside of his thumb resting on the leather an inch from my mouth.

"Not yet."

The orgasm started building under the second man's faster pace within sixty seconds.

It was a different shape from the first. The first man had drawn it slowly out of a deep place. The second was beating it forward by the simple fact of wider weight at higher speed. The friction heat was bright and uncompromising; my body had no choice but to gather under it. The two of them did not feel like the same act. The first had been a slow patient rolling press. This was a steady hard pounding that the bench echoed with at the bolts and the leather pad rocked against under my belly.

I clenched the wrist cuffs in both hands.

The second man grunted. He had felt the clench. His pace sharpened. Somewhere across the room one of the women with clipboards leaned forward by an inch - I caught the small movement at the edge of my eye - and did not write anything down.

"Not yet."

He fucked me at the same hard pace for another three or four minutes. The fullness was relentless, the angle of the bench giving him a depth he was clearly enjoying - at one point he held himself fully buried for a beat to just feel the pressure, exhaled a low Christ, and resumed. His fingers tightened. His thumbs dug in. I was making sounds into the leather that I could not have shaped into words even if the rules had asked me to. The orgasm climbed again. It reached the edge again. I held the edge again. It hovered, hovered, did not break.

"Not yet."

He pulled almost all the way out and slammed back in for a final dozen strokes and finished hard. The pulses were thick. His weight stayed pressed against me through them, his thumbs digging in, his low groan at the back of my neck. He stayed buried for a long beat. His finish was running out of me before he had pulled clear.

The same post-use ritual followed: cloth, zipper, chair. He was through to his seat before I had quite registered he was gone. I felt my own breath shaking into the leather.

Two loads. The slow uneven trail down both inner thighs had become a steady streaming.

"Visitor three."

He took longer to come up.

I heard him move from his chair. I heard the unhurried clink of his belt buckle. I felt his weight settle behind me without a word - heavier than the first two combined, that was my first sense of him. A barrel-chested man, somewhere in his fifties, with the deliberate slowness of a person who had made sure for thirty years that nobody would rush him through anything. His palms came down on my hips. They were warmer and wider and steadier than the first two men's hands had been. He did not line up immediately. He stood there for a long second, his thumbs at my lower back, the room's quiet making its small unhurried space around him. His breath came audibly through his nose, not labored, just present.

He pressed in slowly.

Longer than the second man. A cock that took its time arriving at the bottom of me. The fullness deepened in stages - first inch, second inch, third - without any change in his pace, and each new fraction of him was a separate report. When he finally bottomed out he did not start moving. He simply held himself fully seated, his palms wide at my hips, his weight settled into his hips behind me, and breathed.

"Mm," he said, very quietly. To himself.

He started a deep grinding pace.

It was a slow, planted, weight-led grind - his hips rolling at a deliberate quarter-pace, every motion finishing at the deepest point of me with a press that pushed the air out of my lungs in small uncontrolled exhales. He was savoring. The friction was gentle by comparison to the second man's pounding and devastating in a different way for it. The deep grind was finding angles inside me I had not known were available.

I started to plead.

It was not a word I had planned on. It came out of me half-formed, beneath my cheek, into the quiet of the room. Please. Just that. The sound was slurred at the edges. My breath had become a long uneven shudder. The orgasm was building again, the third time in twenty minutes, slower this time, deeper, on a register that gathered through the whole bowl of my pelvis and pulled at the muscle behind the place he was working.

Behind me a chair shifted. Somebody in the second row had moved forward to the front edge of his seat.

The senior guard did not need to put his hand down this time.

"Not yet."

"Please -"

"Not yet, Navarro."

The hand came in then anyway, settled flat on the leather a careful inch from my cheek - a steady fact, not pressing. His attention was not unkind. It was an officer doing the one thing he had been brought to the bench to do.

My teeth found the edge of the cushion.

The third man kept his pace. His grind did not vary. His thumbs were spread wide at my lower back and his weight was a steady patient press. He took, by my best count, perhaps eight minutes - eight minutes in which the orgasm hovered, climbed, hovered, climbed, rose to a threshold and held, fell back a fraction without breaking, rose again. I was sobbing without noise into the leather. My cheeks were wet and I had not registered the tears arriving. My thighs were shaking against the foot cuffs. Cum from the first two men was running freely down the inside of both thighs and pooling on the leather under my hips.

When he finished he finished with a single low controlled groan that he did not let escape his chest.

He buried himself deep. He stayed there. He pulsed for what felt like a long time - a heavy throbbing release that I felt in deep specific waves, and that I felt my own body pulling at involuntarily, my muscle clamping around him without my permission as the third orgasm reached for what he was giving and was not allowed to take.

"Not yet."

I did not come.

He held himself seated through the last of his finish. Then he eased out - slow, the way he had pressed in - and his weight withdrew. He took the cloth from the guard at the wall, dressed himself in the same patient unhurried order he had brought to the bench, and returned to his seat with no wasted motion.

I lay on the bench.

Three loads were running out of me. The wet pool under my hips had spread. I was making small involuntary sounds into the leather without choosing to, my breath coming in short shudders, my whole body tight as a wire that had been wound past its tolerance and was holding because nothing had cut it yet.

Across the room I caught a single glimpse of Megan.

Her hands were no longer folded in her lap.

"Visitor four."

He was the youngest.

He was the hardest.

I knew it the second he came up. The crossing was fast - barely five paces - and when he reached the foot of the rig he did not pause to get a feel for it. He was undoing himself before he was at the bench. His breath was already audible - a quick controlled in-and-out, the urgency of a man who had been waiting through three other men's slow time. His hands at my hips were eager. His jaw, in the half-second I caught it across my shoulder as he came up, was set. He lined up at the slick mess of me with a single stroke of his palm and pressed in to the hilt on his first thrust.

I made a sound that was not voluntary.

He did not register it. He started a punishing rhythm immediately - hard, fast, hips snapping forward against the back of mine, the bench's bolts answering with the small steady creak of metal taking weight at speed. He did not vary his pace. He did not slow to enjoy it. He had come to fuck and he was fucking, and the angle of the bench gave him reach and the lubrication was ample and the morning's three previous men had primed me into a state where his pounding pace landed without preamble at the deepest place I had.

The orgasm was on me within thirty seconds.

It did not gather slowly the way the third had. It arrived already at the threshold, the cumulative fact of what felt like an hour of denial having compressed every previous near-orgasm into a single waiting weight that the fourth man's hard fast pace tipped instantly back to the edge.

The instruction landed flat and procedural beside my ear.

"Not yet."

I could hear myself sobbing now, audibly, breath shuddering into the padding. The sounds had stopped being voluntary what felt like a long time ago. The fourth man took it as enthusiasm and his pace sharpened again. His thumbs had gone past pressing into my hips and were now gripping - settling deep into the marks the second man had pressed in earlier, deepening them. The bench's bolts squealed once and held. Behind us a man in the second row exhaled hard - I heard it, distinct from the others, the held breath of someone who hadn't realized he was holding it.

"Please -"

"Not yet."

"I can't -"

I didn't mean stop. I meant I couldn't hold the edge any longer without being allowed to fall over it.

"Not yet, Navarro."

The rule had become a wall. The wall had no give. The orgasm hit the edge again and again and again, every stroke of his pulling me back to the precipice and the senior guard's flat steady voice pushing me back from it without lifting any part of my body off the ledge. My pussy was streaming wet down to my knees. My ass was clamped tight around him in convulsive helpless rings my body was making without consultation. He grunted on every other stroke at the tightness.

I was crying into the leather and I was furious. Not at the man behind me, not at the senior guard whose flat voice was holding me to a rule I had agreed to in advance; furious at the wall itself, at the simple held instruction my body could not get past, at the unbearable steady throbbing impossibility of being wound past every previous tension of my life and not being allowed to let go.

A movement at the wall.

I caught it from my low-cheek angle on the leather without quite registering it. Megan stood up from her chair. She crossed to the senior guard at my head end with the loose-limbed walk that was hers, and she stopped in front of him and said something at a volume I could not hear over the bench and the visitor's pace and my own breath.

She lifted something in her hand for him to look at.

He looked at it. He looked at her. He looked at me. He looked at the bench. He looked at the visitor.

He nodded once.

Megan came around to my head end.

She knelt at my eye level on the dark hardwood. Her green eyes met mine. A guard at the wall had handed her something off the supply tray on the way over. She lifted it now so I could see: a wand-style vibrator, prison-issue, heavy white head and slim grey body. Her eyes asked the question her mouth didn't.

I gave her the smallest nod my position would allow. Yes.

"Hold still, sweetheart."

I held still.

She reached forward - under the bench's high edge - and slid the wand under my hips. I felt the cool head press against my mound, slide upward, settle exactly. She found my clit on the second pass. The button on the side of the wand clicked.

The vibration jolted through me whole.

It was not the careful vibration of fingertip pressure. It was a deep buzzing flat-on press against the most sensitized place on my body after forty minutes of denial, and it landed like a switch being thrown. The fourth visitor felt the immediate clench of me around him, grunted Christ, and his pace went from punishing to erratic. His own end was coming and he could feel mine arriving at the same time.

"Please -" I whispered into the leather.

Megan pressed the wand harder against me, watching my face, her eyes steady on mine. The visitor drove in deeper than he had been driving and groaned through his teeth and I felt the first thick pulse of him deep in me, and at the same moment the senior guard's voice came down beside my cheek without any change in pitch.

"Now."

Megan pressed the wand to its full pressure.

I came.

It was a detonation. The orgasm did not arrive from any single direction; it broke from everywhere at once - from the place the visitor was finishing, from the place the wand was driving, from the cumulative held wall of forty minutes of denied climax, from my pussy and from my ass and from the long rigid coil in my pelvis that had been wound past tolerance for the better part of an hour. I came with my whole body locking around it. I came with a long broken sound into the leather that I heard as if from outside myself. I came in pulses my ass made around the visitor's still-pulsing finish, in pulses my pussy made under the wand's pressure, in deep clamping rings that traveled the full length of me and ran out through the cuffs at my wrists and my ankles. The visitor's last pulse hit at the peak. The wand's vibration kept the climax going. I came and came and came, the rolling waves of a release that had been held back by every minute of every previous near-orgasm now unloading at once, my whole body wrung out around the man behind me and under the wand's flat heavy weight.

Megan kept the wand pressed there.

I was sobbing - different sobbing now, the broken open release of a body that had been shattered along the lines it had spent an hour being scored along - and the orgasm rolled and rolled and would not stop. I bit at the leather. My fingers in the cuffs splayed white-knuckled. The visitor pulled out of me and the wet of him kept running. My ass kept pulsing on nothing now, the held memory of him still there. The wand stayed. The orgasm did not end.

"Megan -" I said. I did not recognize my voice. "- please -"

She lifted the wand off.

The world came back in stages.

Hands were on my wrists.

The cuffs eased open. I felt my arms drop forward into the rest. A guard at my ankles. The cuffs at the foot end opened, my legs lowering, the spread of my thighs slowly closing. A palm wide between my shoulder blades. Megan's voice, low, at my ear.

"Slow. Take it slow. I've got you."

I was being lifted off the bench.

Briggs had returned and was on one side; Megan was on the other; a third guard was at my back. They did not pull me upright. They eased me sideways, off the leather pad, onto my feet on the dark hardwood. My knees buckled on the first try. Megan caught me at the elbow. The second try I stayed standing.

The wet streamed down to my knees.

The room was already drifting toward the door. The chairs were emptying. The senior guard had crossed back to the threshold and was taking a small white card from a visitor on the way out, slipping it under his clip the way he had on bukkake morning - the small business of post-event handshakes happening at a register that had nothing to do with what was running down the inside of my legs.

A folded white robe arrived across my forearms. Megan drew it around me and tied the sash at the waist. Her green eyes were doing a quick read I could feel without quite parsing. I leaned my forehead against hers for half a second. She did not move. She let me have it.

"Shower. Slow walk. Both arms in mine."

I put both arms in hers.

We crossed the room.

The walk back was long.

The same twenty steps took five minutes. My legs would not commit. The wet down the inside of my thighs was thick and steady, leaving a small trail across the corridor's concrete. Megan held my elbow firmly through the robe and waited at every stagger of my step, her free hand at my lower back.

At the wing's entrance the curl-haired girl and the day-one blonde came up behind us and passed in the corridor with small wordless nods. The blonde put her hand briefly on my shoulder through the robe as she crossed.

We reached the showers.

Megan undid the sash herself, unwound the robe from my shoulders and laid it over the bench at the wall. She stripped her own grey skirt and laid it folded on top. The shower stall was the tile cube I had used after the bukkake; she steered me in with one hand at my elbow and turned the tap.

The water came on hot.

I stood under it.

I let it run over me from the crown of my head down. I felt four men's finish make its slow heavy descent down my legs to the drain. The water ran milky for a long time. I stood with my forehead pressed against the cool tile of the stall and let it sluice me down, and Megan stepped past my shoulder into the stream beside me with a sponge and a small bar of the wing's institutional soap in her hand.

She washed my hair first.

She did it the way she had done it once before, on the first day I had cried in the showers - the careful four-fingered attention from the back of the scalp forward, the rinse, the soap, the second rinse. She did not speak. The water was loud and the stall was small and there was nothing that needed saying.

She moved to my back.

Her sponge worked across my shoulder blades, down my spine, across the curve of my lower back. She came around to my front. She washed my breasts with a careful hand. The pressure on my nipples made me catch my breath; she registered it, paused, kept going at a gentler pressure. My belly. The dip of my waist. Down the outside of one thigh and up the inside of the other, where the wet had finally finished its slow descent.

When she crouched to wash my legs the wet at the inside of my knees was still warm.

"Megan -"

"Almost done."

She finished my legs. She stood. She turned me into the stream once more to rinse, her hand at the small of my back to keep me steady, and when the last of the rinse had run clean she shut the water off and reached past me to the bench for the towel.

She wrapped it around me.

I leaned into her, full weight, my forehead at her freckled shoulder, my hands loose at my sides. She held me. Her hand moved in small slow circles between my shoulder blades through the towel. The room was warm and quiet. The fluorescents had been turned to their low daytime setting. Somewhere out beyond the doorway trays scraped at the serving window and a guard laughed once, low.

"Why did you do it," I said. My voice was hoarse. I had not realized.

"Hm?"

"The wand."

She was quiet for a beat.

"Because you would've."

I closed my eyes.

She held me in the towel a long minute that was probably less than one. Then she eased me back to arm's length, looked at my face, and her thumb passed once across my cheek where the leather had pressed a faint pink line. She did not smile. The corner of her mouth moved and never quite became a smile - the look of a woman leaving tomorrow - and she turned me toward the bench.

"Sit."

I sat.

She sat next to me.

We did not say anything for a while. The fluorescent buzzed quietly above us. The wing through the doorway had picked up its ambient hum. The pink line where the bench had pressed across my cheek faded as the warmth settled. The cumulative shake at the back of my knees and at the base of my spine started, by slow increments, to ease.

After a while she took my hand and held it on the bench between us.

"Tomorrow," she said.

I nodded.

"I'll be at breakfast," she said. "We'll have the morning. Carver comes in the afternoon. Processing."

"Tomorrow."

"Tomorrow." She squeezed my hand. "We'll have the morning."

"Megan -"

"Don't."

I didn't.

She squeezed my hand again and let it go and stood, and went to find her clothes.

The afternoon ran quiet.

I sat on a sofa in the central hall with my paperback unopened and a cup of weak tea I did not drink, and the building absorbed the morning by degrees. My body was a long unbroken aftermath. The deep stretched soreness at the back of me had stopped being painful and had become a low warm fact. My pussy was tender from the wand's pressure. My wrists had small pink arcs where the cuffs had held me. The bruises at my hips would come up overnight. When I shifted on the sofa a small involuntary tremor ran the length of my spine, my body replaying the bench on its own, below the level of choice.

The senior guard, at his post by the door, caught my eye once across the hall. He did not nod. He held the look for half a beat and turned back to his clipboard.

A guard came by my sofa around four with a small folded note. The afternoon's rotation had been cleared. Recovery, the note said, in the senior guard's careful hand. No use scheduled. Eat at six.

I had not heard a single word about Novak the entire day. He'd been absent from the floor since the gauntlet, glimpsed once behind glass on day nine, closer in the corridor on day twelve - never close enough to become part of the day. He had not been in the chairs this morning. He had not been one of the four. Whatever the wing was waiting to give me with him in it was still in its envelope.

Megan would be gone tomorrow afternoon. The envelope would still be sealed when she went.

I ate at six because the note had told me to.

Megan was not at the table. She was in her cell with the door open, sorting things on her shelf into two small stacks. I ate a roll, half a piece of chicken, a small portion of greens. The food sat in my stomach like a careful weight.

Across the hall the curl-haired girl caught my eye once. The half-blink she gave me was the same half-blink Megan had given me from the row of folding chairs at the start of the morning's session.

I went to bed early.

The wing dimmed into amber. I lay on my left side with my knees drawn up - the position the specialist had taught me at first training, the one that took the weight off the long ache. Sleep did not come for a long time. The morning kept replaying at the edge of every breath: leather under my cheek, four men layered onto each other, Megan's hand at the wand, the moment the senior guard had said now.

Tomorrow Megan walked out of the wing.

Twenty-three days to go.

Across the ring Megan's cell was already dark except for the pale square of folded clothes on her shelf - the small stack she'd sorted out for tomorrow, neat against the bars. Tomorrow that shelf would be empty. I watched it until the amber blurred at the edges.

I closed my eyes with one hand pressed flat against my lower belly, where the bench's deep aftermath was still beating low and steady, and the thought that carried me down into sleep was a small tired one, almost grateful:

Tomorrow she'll still be here in the morning.


⚜




Chapter 7: The last day

⚜

Iwoke at five.

The wing was still amber, the watch fluorescents low. The sleep I had found around two had been thin and snagging, and it had let me go on its own - to the steady throb the bench had set into my pelvis, to the bruises rising blue across both hips where the second visitor's grip had pressed itself in, to the raw pink ache at my wrists where the cuffs had ridden.

I rolled onto my back.

Across the ring, the small pale square of folded clothes was still on Megan's shelf - the two small careful stacks she'd prepared all evening. Megan lay on her cot beyond them, turned toward the bars.

I slid out from under the blanket.

The concrete was cold against the soles of my feet. I stepped into the skirt at the cot's edge. The bruises pulled at the seam. Underneath the long deep ache and the marks at my wrists, the resting hum I had stopped describing and had started living inside.

The night-watch had left recovery cells unlatched at five - mine, and Megan's. I crossed the ring quietly. The officer at the door did not look up from her crossword. The shower entrance was an open archway. I stepped through into the cool damp tile.

She was already there.

She was at the row of stalls along the back wall, her grey skirt folded on the bench beside a clean towel, her short auburn hair flat to her skull. She was standing naked under one of the middle showerheads with her face tipped up and her freckled shoulders slick.

She turned when I came in.

"Knew you'd come."

"How long have you been here?"

"Long enough." She lifted her chin at the showerhead beside her own. "Pick the next one."

I undid the skirt and let it fall on the bench beside her towel. Her green eyes moved across my collarbone, the heavy curve of my breasts, the cuff marks at my wrists, the blue shadows at both hips, the dark trim between my thighs.

She reached over and turned the next head on for me.

The water ran cold for a count of three and then warmed. I stepped under it. She did not hand me soap. She did not speak. Steam folded up between the two parallel columns of water and her freckles came up under it as the warmth rose into her shoulders. I had seen her in the showers more times than I could count. I had not, until now, let myself look like this. Tall. Long-limbed. Smaller breasts than mine, tipped pink at the nipples, the freckling that ran over her cheekbones running on past her clavicles and across the upper slope of her chest. Flat belly. Narrow hips. The auburn at her thighs trimmed neat.

She reached across and shut off her own showerhead.

She stepped under mine.

The water was on my shoulders and now on hers too, between us. Her chest met mine and I felt the wet shock of her freckled skin slide flush against my own. Her hand came up to my jaw. I tilted my face. Her mouth met mine.

It was the first time we had kissed.

Days of brushing wrists at the bars. Days of eyebrow exchanges across the central hall. None of it had been on the mouth. Her lips parted easily against mine. Her tongue eased between my teeth and I made a sound into her mouth I had not made for any of the men.

I backed her against the cold tile.

Her freckled shoulders flattened against the wall. Her hands came up to my hair. I felt her smile briefly into my mouth as I worked one of my thighs between hers. The water from the head above us made its steady sound. The wing was elsewhere.

My palms found her breasts. They were small in my hands. The pink nipples tightened against the heel of my palm before my thumb had even passed across them. She drew a soft sharp breath against my mouth. I rolled the nipple under the pad of my thumb and her hips pushed forward against my thigh.

"Kira -"

"Mm."

"Down a little."

I knelt enough that her hand could find me. Her fingers slid down the front of my belly, into the trim, between my thighs. The first careful pass of her middle finger through my folds drew a soft hum out of me into her shoulder. I was already wet - had been since I'd stepped through the archway, had been since I had got out of bed at five, possibly since the moment last night when she'd squeezed my hand on the shower bench and had said we'll have the morning. Her fingers parted me, found my clit, settled.

I slid my hand down hers in answer.

The plane of her stomach was flat and warm under my palm. I trailed my fingers through the auburn and met her own wet at the seam of her thighs - she had been thinking about this enough to have arrived already wet. My middle finger found her clit and circled.

She made a small low sound against my hair.

"Yes."

"Like this?"

"Like that. Don't stop."

She had circled my clit once. Then again. The second pass lifted and her two fingers slid downward and pressed inside me to the second knuckle in a single steady press my body welcomed in without any of the negotiations the men of the wing had been requiring all week. The width was modest and patient and immediate - knuckle deep, then a slow withdrawal, then deeper. Her thumb stayed at my clit. The two motions together - a slow steady fucking of two slim fingers, the patient circle of her thumb - were not what any of the men of the wing had ever done to me. The men of the wing had taken what was theirs. Megan's hand was asking.

I worked her in time.

My thumb at her clit, my middle finger a slim soft press inside her, my second finger joining and settling. She was hot and slick and tight around me. I felt her breath shorten. Her teeth caught the side of my neck for a beat, careful, considered.

I felt my own climb begin under her hand. I let it. I did not chase it. I knew already I would not let it land - not here, not at this hour, not on the same fingers I was using to learn the shape of her on the morning she would not be here to hear the next one. The ache of it building was its own private good thing. It was a place the wing had not put its hands.

The orgasm she was building under my thumb was a slow climbing thing we were both quiet for. When it broke it broke quietly. Her hips locked. Her thighs clamped around my wrist. Her pussy clenched on my fingers in a long deep set of pulses, her mouth pressed into my shoulder for the length of her shudder, and a single soft oh came out of her against my collarbone and never made it any louder.

When the last of the spasms eased I slid my fingers free of her and brought them to my own mouth and tasted her. Salt, and something warm and clean.

"Couldn't let me leave without that."

"No," I said. "I couldn't."

She laughed - the dry low laugh I had loved since day two. She turned my showerhead's pressure down a notch and reached for the small bar of grey institutional soap on the ledge. She washed me - palms across my shoulders, my back, my breasts, the curve of my ass. She paused once at the bruises across my hips, fingertips careful.

When the water shut off she pulled a fresh towel from the rack and wrapped me in it.

She dressed first. Her hair stayed wet. She did not look at me while she did it. I understood. There was a way she would look at me when she was leaving and a way she would not, and right now we were holding the second of those.

I pulled the skirt back on.

"Breakfast," she said.

Breakfast was a quiet table.

She ate her roll. I ate mine. The senior guard gave us a single careful glance over the rim of his mug and went back to his paperwork. The curl-haired girl was at her usual east-wall table eating yogurt. The day-one blonde was at the porridge.

Megan lifted her eyebrow at the blonde. The blonde lifted hers back. Some small wordless valediction passed across the hall in a half-second I would not have been able to translate.

"You'll find people," Megan said quietly. To her toast. "After me."

"Don't."

"I'm not soft-pedalling. The blonde's all right. The curl-haired one will do you the small favors."

"Megan."

"Yeah."

"I don't want them. I want you."

"I know." She did not look up from the toast. "Telling you anyway."

The senior guard had drifted from his post and stopped at the table beside ours. He set his mug down on the metal between Megan and me.

"Holt."

"Yes."

"Carver's at eleven. Preliminary."

"Eleven."

"Duffle at thirteen-thirty. Final out at fifteen hundred. Carver again."

"I know the form."

"Good." His eyes moved to me. "Knox is on at fifteen-thirty, Navarro. Privilege. Forty-five minutes."

I set my coffee down.

"Knox."

"Knox. After processing. Holt'll be off the floor."

He picked his mug back up and crossed back to his post. Eleven for the preliminary. Thirteen-thirty for the duffle. Fifteen hundred for the door. Knox at fifteen-thirty. The afternoon had been laid out cleanly and not by accident.

"He'd planned it that way," Megan said. "I owe him a thank-you I won't give him."

"He times what he can."

"He does." She squeezed my wrist once across the table. "Until fifteen I'm here."

I held the squeeze and let her hand go.

The morning ran narrow.

I was off the rotation; Megan had been off-list since the day before. We had a sofa and a paperback we did not read. She sat with her feet tucked up under her on the leather. I sat at the other end with my head against the upright. My hand rested at her ankle. Her hand rested over mine. Nobody approached our sofa.

She did not talk. I did not need her to.

We sat like that until eleven.

Eleven was Carver.

The intake officer who had walked me into the wing on day one came down the corridor with the same heavy black binder. Megan stood up without comment.

"Holt." Carver did not break stride. "Cell, please. Effects, then I'll need a signature."

Megan went.

The duffle came at thirteen-thirty. Megan was at her shelf with two stacks. The wing's issue inventory due back to Carver: spare cotton, a comb, a drawstring bag of cosmetics, a worn pair of slippers. Her own things, pulled from the property bin at the cot's foot: the paperback, a small bound notebook, a hair tie, a plastic envelope with a legal first name on it I had never heard her use.

I crossed the ring and stood at her bars.

"You should be here," she said before I asked. "Don't sit on the cot. The mattress goes to the next one before evening."

I leaned against the bars instead.

She packed in an order that surprised me. Paperback at the bottom. Notebook squared at the side. Hair tie tucked into the cotton. The plastic envelope last, flat across the top. The civilian clothes - Carver had her jeans and shirt and trainers in a property bundle on the office side; Megan would change at release.

When she had zipped the duffle she set it by the cot's foot.

She crossed to the bars. The pad of her thumb passed once across my cheek where last night the bench's leather had pressed a faint pink line. The line had faded.

"Eat protein," she said. "Let the senior fix what he can. Don't crater because my sofa's empty. That's the speech."

"That's the speech."

"Knox."

"Knox."

"Be honest with him about what the day did to you. He already knows. Say it anyway."

"Okay."

She took both my hands at the bars.

"Two-finger salute at the door. That's the goodbye. I'll do it for the room, but I'm doing it for you."

She held my hands a beat. Then she let them go.

I walked back to my cell and watched her cell across the ring until Carver came back at fifteen hundred.

Carver came down the corridor with a soft bundle of folded clothes over her forearm and the binder in the other hand.

She unlocked Megan's cell. Megan stepped out of the wing's grey skirt and handed it folded across the bars to Carver, who set it on top of the issue stack without comment. Megan stood for one careful second naked at the bars in front of the wing she had spent her last morning of in. The curl-haired girl looked once, away, back. The blonde had lowered her paperback.

Carver handed her the bundle. Jeans. A green t-shirt. A pair of canvas trainers that did not have laces yet. Megan dressed in the corridor with the wing watching. The shirt fit. The jeans did not, quite - they had been folded around her in a different month - and she pulled the waistband flat against her hip without comment.

Carver opened the binder against her own forearm and turned it so Megan could see.

Megan took the pen. Three signatures. She handed it back.

She lifted the duffle to her shoulder. She walked to the central hall with the duffle pulled tight and did not look left or right.

At the security door Carver keyed the lock and held it open. Megan stopped on the threshold and turned.

The wing was not pretending it was not watching. The curl-haired girl had her hand stilled on her tea cup. The blonde had her paperback closed. The senior guard was at his post. The wing had assembled itself for the salute.

Megan's eyes came to me last.

She lifted her right hand to her temple. Two fingers. The brisk small flick of a wrist. Her mouth moved a fraction - a private thing meant only for me, neither smile nor word - and then she dropped the hand, turned, and went.

The door closed behind her.

The curl-haired girl drank a careful sip of her tea. The blonde opened her paperback. The senior guard turned a page on his clipboard, and as he did the radio at his shoulder murmured a short clipped sentence I did not catch. He frowned at the strip of fresh label tape one of the day-shift officers had laid above Knox's line that morning, and let the page settle. The wing breathed back out and resumed.

The space under my breastbone was a clean hollow. The watch above the door said fifteen-oh-one. Knox was due in at fifteen-thirty; the holding bay would be filling soon. I had drifted across to the sofa nearest the post while I was watching her go and not noticed.

I got up off the sofa.

I made it two steps toward the senior guard's post before the corridor door at the east-wall end keyed open.

It was not Knox.

It was the sharp blond crop and the lean athletic shoulders. It was Novak.

He came down the central hall at the working pace of a man on shift, sleeves rolled high. He went straight to the senior at the post and signed a roster line on the clipboard. The senior, without glancing at me, made a small tick beside his hand - not on Knox's privilege line, I saw, but on a fresh override scribbled in fresh label tape above it. Novak had taken the room out from under the afternoon.

Novak turned. His eyes found me.

For the first time since the gauntlet I saw him with no door, no corridor, no distance between us. Nine days he had been a shape behind a security door, a shoulder in a corridor, a flat blue look from the far end of the hall. The carefully neutral face he had built since the bench had been cracking from the inside; what was here now was the cracked thing. The corners of his mouth had set into a thin flat line. His eyes had shed every smirk they had ever worn - flat, blue, leaner than I'd ever seen them - and I felt the look register through my collarbones and down to the bench-sore place between my legs in a single hot pass.

He crossed straight to me where I stood two steps from the senior's post.

"Demonstration room."

"Knox is on the -"

"Demonstration room, Navarro."

The senior guard had not moved. The line Novak had signed was the demonstration room. The slot was his.

I followed.

I did not look at the senior guard. I did not look at anyone. The eyes that the wing had given me at Megan's salute reassembled around the line of my back as the corridor door opened.

The corridor had shrunk to its old twenty steps. The placard on the demonstration room door read EVENT SCHEDULED - 15:00 in the senior's crisp hand, but the line above it read REQUESTING OFFICER: NOVAK in a fresh strip of label tape. The labels had been cut and pressed before he had ever reached the wing.

He keyed the door, stood aside. I stepped through. He stepped in behind me, drew the door shut, and I heard the lock turn from his side.

The room was empty.

The bench was still bolted at yesterday's angle - low, padded, cresting under the hips, the four cuffs at their points. The upholstered armchairs of yesterday's event had been removed; the polished hardwood reflected the cooled fluorescents in long flat bands. A folded white robe sat on a chair against the wall. A separate small white cloth was folded by the bench's foot, with a plastic bottle of clear lubricant set on top of it.

Even the exit had been arranged.

He stayed by the door. His eyes went over me at no particular speed - the cuff marks at my wrists, the blue across my hips, the heavy fall of my breasts at the stripped bench's eyeline, my mouth, my eyes.

When he spoke his voice was quieter than I had ever heard it.

"Every fucking man in the state has been in your ass except me."

I did not answer. The sentence wasn't a question - it was a fact he had been carrying for nine days.

The word that could end this was where it had been since intake, untouched, exactly where I knew how to find it. I felt it sit there. I let it sit. I had walked into this room knowing what he was; I was not going to walk out of it with the word spent on him.

He walked to the bench.

"On your back. Hips at the crest. Hands at the head."

I unhooked the skirt and stepped out of it. I climbed onto the bench. The leather was cool against the back of my shoulders. My hips settled at the crest. The angle put my head and shoulders dropped back along the slope, my chin lifted. My elbows came up to the bench above my head, but he did not cuff me.

He took one of my ankles, folded my leg up, set the back of my thigh against my chest and lifted my knee toward my own ear. He did the other one.

My knees were at my ears. My calves folded across the front of my own shoulders. My ass and pussy elevated, my body bent in half above the bench's crest, my breasts pressed up between my own thighs and squeezed flat where my calves crossed. I could not have closed my legs without uncurling my whole body.

He came around to the bench's foot and looked down.

For a long beat he did not move. He was looking at the slickness already gathering between my folds - at my pussy obviously, undeniably wet for him, at the way my body had laid out for him simply because he had appeared.

"Look at you."

It was the quietest thing he had ever said to me.

He undid himself. He was already hard. The look on his face as he held himself was nothing I had a name for - not the smirk, not the cruelty, something burnt past all of those.

He oiled his cock. He oiled me. The pad of his thumb worked the lubricant up between my cheeks in slow flat strokes that gave nothing away, and my hips lifted toward his hand a half-inch before I caught them and made them stop.

He noticed. He did not smile.

He pressed against me.

The angle did the work for him.

Gravity was on his side. He pressed straight down, and the first inch of him was steady and immediate and deep. My mouth fell open. I made a sound I did not choose into the room.

He paused - not for me, but because his weight had landed and he was waiting to see what it was going to do with the second inch. His thumbs spread wide across the soft of my folded thighs. He pressed deeper.

The piledriver angle made him bigger than he was. The straight-down line gave him reach he had not had on the gauntlet bench, gave him reach he had not had in any cell or hall or sofa. He did not have to thrust. He had only to control how much of his own weight he allowed to land. The second inch came on a drop. The third on another. The fourth came past the place a week's training had been learning, and arrived at a place inside me I had not thought was for arriving at.

I heard a noise come out of me that was a real cry.

He stopped at the bottom of the stroke and held there. His eyes were on my face. He stayed buried at full depth for the count of three.

"Yeah."

He started to move.

He started at a controlled aggression that drove him home on every stroke - short hard hips, steady weight, every stroke a deep dropped landing he had calibrated to the inch. His hands moved from my thighs to my hips, his thumbs digging into yesterday's bruises - he found them and did not soften the grip. My breath came in short pulled snatches, every exhale forced out of me by the next drop of his.

I did not beg. I did not moan beyond what the strokes forced out of me. My eyes stayed on his face. He fucked me like he could drive the last nine days backward. I watched his face and knew he couldn't. I hated him for it and my hips still lifted on the next drop before I could catch them, and I let them, because at this angle and this depth and this hour I could not have stopped them if I had tried.

Halfway through he reached down between his body and mine.

His thumb found my clit.

The pad of it settled hard and started a fast circle keyed to the rhythm of his hips, and the orgasm that had been building under the angle and depth and weight reached forward in a long fast climbing line.

"Don't -"

I did not finish the sentence. I was at the edge inside fifteen seconds.

He lifted his thumb. Cleanly. Mid-stroke. He returned it to my hip, his thumbs digging into yesterday's bruises with the same constant pressure, and his hips kept their rhythm at exactly the same drop. The orgasm faltered. The fall back was instant. I felt my whole pelvis ratchet a level higher because my body could not do anything else with the energy it had gathered.

"Novak -"

"I'll let you come when I'm ready to let you come."

The sentence landed flat. It was the only explanation he would offer me.

Twice more he drew me out to the same bright edge and lifted his hand the second I crested. Each return rebuilt me off the held heat in seconds. Each clean withdrawal left the climax hanging useless in my body, and the body had nowhere to put the heat except deeper into the next attempt.

By the third I was furious - at the held instruction, the not yet the wing had spent the week training me to obey. Yesterday the not yet had been Megan's wand at the end. Today it had no end. There was no senior guard at my head with a flat pitch saying now. There was only Novak's hips and Novak's thumb and Novak's mouth in a flat hard line.

His mask cracked into a real smile - a wretched mean genuine one that pulled the corner of his mouth up over his teeth, well past the old smirk. The smile of a man who had finally found a thing he could land. He saw the fury and the smile widened. His thumb came back to me. The orgasm climbed. He lifted his thumb. He looked down.

"There you are."

His rhythm sharpened. He was close. He brought his thumb back to my clit one final time. The orgasm reached the edge. He drove his hips down harder. His thumb stayed and the heat under it was incandescent and I was shaking - and the moment his breath caught at the back of his throat, the moment I felt the first pulse of him land at the deepest place he was reaching, the moment my own orgasm began to crest -

He pulled his thumb away.

He buried himself and came inside me, hips snapping forward, his thighs pinning my own against my chest. Pulse after pulse. The heavy throbs of a man who had spent nine days carrying a finish for a single act and was now spending it. He held me there. He took every second of the climax he had brought with him and did not give me a single one of mine.

When the last pulse eased he pulled out - slow, deliberate, not careful so much as savoring. He stepped back. He let my legs go. They dropped.

He had already turned. He fastened his belt with both hands, the small procedural unceremony every guard had used after every encounter all week. He went to the door. He did not say anything. He did not look back. He keyed the lock and stepped through. The door fell to but did not catch - he had not pulled it all the way.

I lay on the bench. My breath rasped. His finish was running out of my ass along the slope of the leather. My pussy throbbed under it unrelieved, the rhythm of a body brought to the brink three times and allowed to break nowhere.

I sat up.

The robe lay folded on the chair against the wall. I crossed to it on legs not entirely under my command and pulled it on with hands that were shaking and tied the sash. I pushed the unlatched door open and stepped through into the corridor. Novak was already gone.

I walked back toward the central hall on legs that wobbled. The clock above the post read fifteen-thirty-five.

The senior was at the post. He saw the robe at my shoulders, the wet at the inside of my thighs darkening the cotton hem, and his face did the smallest possible thing - a brief careful tightening at the corner of his mouth, the private register of a man whose rotation had not gone to plan. He had authorized the use. He had not authorized the empty-handed exit.

I crossed the hall. I did not look at the curl-haired girl at her table or the day-one blonde at her sofa or the empty cell across the ring.

The east-wall corridor door keyed open. The privilege escort. Behind him, Darius.

He was in grey work-detail cotton again. He must have been brought to holding fifteen minutes early, found Novak's override already on the board, and waited the rest of it out.

He stopped at the threshold and saw me. His eyes went to my robe and the wet at the hem and the unsteady walk, and his face did an immediate read. He did not have to ask. I watched him understand.

"Hold."

The senior crossed his three steps from the post and held one palm up to the escort. His other hand keyed the demonstration room slot back open in a movement I would have missed if I hadn't been watching.

"Knox," he said. "Slot is reassigned. Demonstration room. Forty minutes remaining."

Darius did not break his eyes from me. "Confirmed."

The escort uncuffed him.

I crossed the central hall, stopped a step from him, undid the sash, and let the robe fall open along my front. I let him see the cuff marks at my wrists. The bruises at my hips where Novak's thumbs had pressed them deeper into yesterday's. The wet down both my inner thighs, his mess and mine where it should not have been pooled. The place between my legs unrelieved and held past every breaking point of the day. My face - the eyes raw with the orgasm I had been denied, the small bright fury at the corner of my mouth that was not for him.

"Yeah," he said. "Come on."

The escort keyed the demonstration room and let us in, locking it behind us from the corridor. Darius looked at the bench, at the wet ghost on the leather pad where my hips had rested. He took it all in without comment.

He stripped the robe from my shoulders and dropped it bunched on the chair against the wall. He laid me back into Novak's exact shape - hips at the crest, head and shoulders dropped along the slope, knees folded up against my chest, my calves crossed over the front of my own shoulders, my body bent in half. The only difference was the man at the foot of the bench. His palms settled warm on the soft of my folded thighs.

"You sure?"

"I'm sure."

"Where."

I lifted my chin. "Front."

He nodded.

"You'll feel him still," he said. "I know."

"I want to."

He looked at me a long beat. Then he undid himself. The size of him standing free between my folded knees was the size I had been carrying in my head since day eleven. He lubricated himself in slow patient strokes. When his slick palm pressed up against me he passed it once across the entrance to my ass - not into, only across - and I felt Novak's wet at the seam meet his hand and felt the small shock of him knowing exactly where the other man had been. He did not flinch. His thumb made one slow careful arc of acknowledgment, and his hand moved on to my pussy.

"Easy."

"Don't be careful."

He huffed a breath that was half laugh and half something else.

The angle put gravity on his side as it had put gravity on Novak's - and Darius was wider than Novak, broader at the head, broader at the base. His hips dropped, and the head of him pushed in, and my body - already streaming, strung past every previous edge - opened around him with a clean steady stretch I felt across every nerve of my pelvis.

The first inch made me sob.

It was a different brutal from the cot on day eleven - the brutal of being already at the edge and having a width arrive wider than anything I had taken at this angle. He took the second inch and the third on a single steady press, and he bottomed out at a depth my body had only ever had at the cot's flat angle, and held.

My head went white for a beat.

"Darius -"

"I know."

He did not move. His palms cupped the bruised skin at my hips without digging in - not the second visitor's bruising thumbs, not Novak's mean grip into yesterday's marks. His were wide and warm and present, the bruises under them as if they were being held rather than worked. His weight stilled at the bottom of the stroke until my body had finished its adjustment.

Below the depth he had reached, his belly to mine, I could feel the heat of Novak's finish still in my ass - the clench of that other channel folded tight against the under-curve of his cock, the wet of Novak's mess pressed up against the place where Darius had bottomed out. He knew. He held. He let me have a moment to feel both of them at once.

"Easy," he said again.

"Don't stop."

He started to move.

He moved on the same dropped rhythm Novak had moved, but that rhythm was the only thing the two strokes had in common. Novak had landed as controlled aggression and as a reset; Darius landed as deep deliberate slow, and as an arrival. He drove home with his weight on each return - and the depth and the patience and the broad warm width of him hit a body strung past every previous edge and built off the held heat without any need for negotiation.

The orgasm took three strokes.

Three strokes.

It built on the held coil of Novak's denial. It built on the bench's elevation. It built on the simple unimpeachable fact of the size of him at the place my body had been waiting to be met. By the third stroke it was on me, and it broke open under his fourth landing and emptied through me in one long white rush - every threshold Novak's thumb had pulled me back from collapsing at once, the held charge leaving my body in a single flooding release that arrived from every part of me at the same instant. From the place his cock was buried. From the channel behind it where Novak's wet was still settling. From the long denied ridge at the front. From the bruises under Darius's careful palms.

I came screaming.

My pussy convulsed around him in waves so deep my abdominal muscles cramped. My ass clenched empty around the memory of Novak's finish and pushed a slow heavy slide of his mess out along the leather underneath me. My voice broke into a real cry that filled the demonstration room. I came past every orgasm I had had in any room the wing had put me in.

He fucked me through it.

He did not speed. He did not slow. The release kept coming. It washed back over itself, broke and broke again, the second crest folding off the first without any change in his rhythm to mark it. My eyes streamed. My breath was a long unbroken pull through my throat. I made sounds I could not have named.

When the long collapse began to ease he eased with it. He let his pace lengthen. He let the strokes come longer and slower, his palms warm on the soft of my thighs, his eyes on my face.

I felt the second one start.

"Oh -"

"There," he said. "Yeah."

He had not changed his hips. He had only laid down a steady, present, unhurried stroke at exactly the depth my body had been begging for, and the second orgasm came up under it as a slower thing, a wider thing, a soft heavy fold that did not break so much as spread along my whole pelvis. It rolled. He rode it. His thumbs stayed wide and warm on my thighs and the bruises sang under his palms but did not protest.

When it had eased he held still inside me for a long breath. He looked at me.

"Last one's mine."

"Yeah."

He drove deep. Held. Drove deep. Held. A slow steady building drum through three more landings - and on the fourth his breath caught at the top of his chest and he buried himself and came inside me at the front, where I had asked him to come, with three thick deep pulses that I felt land at the place his cock had been bottoming out against. Slow. Heavy. The kind of finish you felt in your spine.

I felt the third orgasm break softly off it. Quiet. A small private aftershock that nobody but us would ever know had been there. He felt it. He held himself buried for the length of it. When he eased back the only sound in the demonstration room was the two of us breathing.

He pulled out and caught my calves in his hands and lowered them flat to the bench instead of letting them fall. The stretch released. The wet under my hips had become a steady pool - Novak's, his, mine. My breath had no shape. The fury that had been singing through me since Novak's third pull-away had been rinsed out of me in the long flooding underneath Darius's hips, and what had replaced it was a kind of clean obliterated quiet - the resting hum still present underneath, lower, simply not at the surface.

He helped me sit up off the bench. He kept one hand at my elbow until both my feet were on the polished hardwood and taking my own weight.

He kissed me.

He kissed me with the same unhurried certainty he had given me on day eleven, his hand at my jaw, my own at his bicep. He kissed me long enough that the room fell away and came back. The schedule did not own his mouth. It would not own it next time.

When he eased back his forehead pressed to mine.

"Next privilege day."

"Yeah."

He held the forehead a beat. Then he straightened, dressed, and pulled the robe from the chair and slid it back around my shoulders. He tied the sash himself. The escort keyed the door from the corridor. Darius stepped through.

The senior met me at the corridor entrance with a fresh folded white robe over his forearm. He held it open and I stepped out of the one Darius had tied. His hands tied the new sash at my waist with the impersonal economy Briggs had used at the door on bukkake morning.

"Showers, Navarro."

I went.

Megan's shelf, through the bars across the ring, was a bare grey square for the first time since I had known it. They had stripped the cot already; the mattress was rolled at the foot end ready for the next intake.

I stood under the water. It ran milky for a long time. Two men's finish at two points in me. Yesterday's blue marks at my hips, deeper now where Novak's thumbs had pressed them. The orgasm Darius had pulled out of me had left a brief honest after-stillness underneath the long shake of my muscles - the quiet of a body that had been answered everywhere it had been asking, with the want still present beneath.

I dressed in a clean skirt from the laundered stack. The senior at the post made the small private nod he had made me on day six over a black coffee, and went back to his clipboard.

I did not know whether the nod had been about Darius or about Megan or about the careful way he had reassigned the room after Novak left, when his roster had said it should be locked. Possibly all three.

I lay on my cot in the late afternoon and the wing dimmed slow through dinner into evening into the amber of night-watch.

A guard came by at six with a folded note. Light recovery, in the same careful hand. Rotation resumes tomorrow at seven. At the post the senior set tomorrow's clipboard on his blotter and worked down the column with a mug at his elbow. I watched him pencil a line beside my name and write a time next to it. Whoever the time was for had not yet come through the corridor door. He would.

The fury had gone. That was the surprise the day had left in me. Novak had handed me a no. The wing had handed me, fifteen minutes later, the now. My body believed the second one.

The choice I had made on day one - the one I could still unmake with a single word, the word that never came up in my throat - had soaked through every act of every day so completely that it had stopped being a choice. It was the shape of the days.

Twenty-two days to go.

Across the ring, where Megan had been, the bars framed only wall and rolled mattress. Tomorrow there would be someone there or there would not, and either way the wing would keep moving - through her cell, through mine, through the curl-haired girl's at the east wall, through the sofa I had not yet sat on in the morning. Darius was somewhere ahead on another privilege list I had not yet seen. Tomorrow my name was on the senior's clipboard beside a time. Tonight, the answered body was still humming, lower, and would wake hungry before the lights came on.

I rolled onto my side and drew my knees up. The low ache at my hips. The settled warmth at the front. The empty cell across the ring framing only wall.

The thought followed me down, dry enough that Megan would have laughed:

Tomorrow she's already gone, and the wing already isn't.
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